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1 
The street is in a panic. People run screaming from the 
terror that is emerging from the sewers of the city. A 
gray wraithlike curl swirls and thickens, then forms 
into a multi-headed venomous space snake from the 
hell-chasms of Kra. 

Only one person knows how to stop the serpent. 
Only one individual, amongst all the screaming, 
panicking crowds. You. You quickly take down a fire- 
extinguisher from inside the door of an abandoned 
newspaper shop. You pull out the holding pin, lift the 
horn, press the levers and squirt the only substance 
deadly to space snakes — carbon dioxide. With a scream . 
of hate, the serpent writhes and convolutes into a knot 
of rage that diminishes until only a scattering of gray 
dust remains on the sidewalk. People rush to 
congratulate you, which is embarrassing but is the sort 
of thing heroes have to put up with after thwarting evil. 


Thwarting boredom by indulging in daydreams like the 
above is what you are really up to while you stand on the 
corner of the main street of your home town. The street 
is crowded, and all the hurrying crowds share one 
common attitude — they are completely indifferent to 
the fact that you are somewhat at a loose end regarding ` 
stimulation of the mental and physical processes. You 
concentrate hard, trying to return the space snake by 
the force of your imagination, but it won’t work a 
second time. 

Moodily, you move to cross the street and head for 
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home. Standing by a telephone booth you wait for the 
traffic to slow. Suddenly the sound of a telephone 
ringing makes you glance into what you realize is an 
empty kiosk. You glance around but nobody is waiting 
for a call. The ringing sounds again. Was it your 
imagination or did it seem markedly more insistent? 


What should you do? 

A Go on home, saying ‘It’s nothing to do with me if 
someone’s dumb enough to dial a public callbox’? Or 
B Answer it pronto? 

If A, go to 8. 

If B, go to 11. 


2 
The Doctor checks his instrument-readings and warns 
you to hold on to a support grip. What he intends to do, 
he explains, is to manipulate the TARDIS’s technology 
so that a reversal of the Darval invasion force takes 
place, turning, in effect, the force of the aggressors 
back on their home base. 

‘If it works,’ the Doctor says, ‘we should have gained 
enough time to try to reach Darval and persuade him 
that all this conquering of the Universe is a somewhat 
juvenile ambition.’ You nod dazedly. This really is a 
new world, where the distance and technological 
possibilities exist way beyond the laws of physics you’ve 
been trying to understand for so long. 

The Doctor’s eyes flicker over the TARDIS’s 
console, making adjustments to the hypertime-reversal 
unit and preparing to release the shield function to turn 
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it into a power-reversion booster. If his timing is 
immaculate this will devastate the probe gun and, 
hopefully, spike the whole invasion weapon system of 
Darval’s home base on the planet of Orm. 

‘Hold on!’ The Doctor flips switches, lowers levers, 
activates power circuits, all with a flourish that would 
have been thought comic to anyone unaware that failure 
will jeopardize the future of the peoples of planet Earth, 
the TARDIS, the Doctor and someone else. Who? Oh, 
yes, you. 

A searing white-hot flame flashes across the 
viewing-screen of the TARDIS. The whole ship 
shakes. Your grip is torn from the support-handle 
you’ve been clutching, and, with a bruising thud, you 
hit the deck. You slide towards the Doctor, who, like a 
Titan, is riding the storm of massive force that is 
whirling around him, seeking to atomize the TARDIS 
and force an entry tunnel from deep space into Earth. 

You cannon into the Doctor’s legs, bringing him 
down on top of you. Fighting the shuddering, jolting 
ever-increasing forces of gravity, you hold on to each 
other. Then, all at once, everywhere is still. Quiet. At 
rest. A haven of peace and tranquillity. 

“Done it!’ says the Doctor triumphantly, helping you 
to your feet. ‘Aren’t we clever, not to say very lucky?’ 

‘How. . ?” a 

*... Do I know it's worked? I instructed the 
TARDIS’s master-computer to transport us away from 
Earth only when the Zorian base was destroyed by 
force-field reversal.’ 

“My home?’ you mumble. 

‘Is safe, for a short while until Darval’s forces can 


regroup and try again. I know the warp-fold 
transmission system they use, and it’s not easy to 
rephase. Though one thing is certain — Darval’s plans 
for domination of the Earth will go on. We, Ixio, must 
find some means that will stop him once and for all.’ 

‘We?’ 

‘I thought you said you’d like to help?’ 

0 A 

The Doctor, preoccupied in getting co-ordinates that 
would take the TARDIS to the planet Tokl at the time 
of the twenty-third century, does not hear your slight 
mutter of apprehension. Bravely, you decide not to 
repeat your chicken-hearted worries and to accept the 
role of being the Doctor’s latest companion, and to 
follow him wherever this, his latest adventure, might 
lead. 


Goto 6. 
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Closing your eyes, fearing the worst, hoping for the 
best, you press the lever, and the rotor, to your utter 
relief, begins to rise and fall. A light begins to glow on 
the panel in front of you that reads ‘Set co-ordinates’. 

“Set what?’ The lights go on flashing urgently. A 
warning buzzer starts. Something called “static warning 
of temporal overload’ starts blinking at you. Then you 
remember the Doctor fiddling with a small computer 
input panel. This might be the co-ordinate setting now 
required. 

You punch some numbers, bash some letters in an 
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alphabet you don’t recognize and all instruction-lights 
cease. All alarms stop sending out dire warnings. Inside 
the TARDIS all is calm, only the central rotor rises and 
falls, denoting the TARDIS is in flight through Space 
and Time. 

Where will the journey end? The flight goes on. Into 
the future? Back to what was your present? Or way back 
in time, maybe at the start of the Universe, with its first 
big booming explosion. You begin to wish you hadn’t 
punched quite so many numbers in your panic to scram 
from Tokl. Wistfully, you wonder about the Doctor 
and begin to worry about whether you should have been 
quite so precipitate in escaping. 

Then you notice that the rotor has stopped. The 
TARDIS has reached whatever you decreed its random 
journey should be. Where are you? This thought 
dominates. You are burning to find out. You open the 
TARDIS exit doors and run outside into a primeval 
forest that is swampy, humid, heavy of atmosphere. 
Within moments you feel dull and listless. 

You assume you are on Earth during its long 
prehistory. But you are wrong. You are not in the past 
but far into the future, in an artificial atmosphere with a 
dangerously high proportion of toxic gases mixed with 
some high oxygen content. You have materialized intoa 
natural history experiment created to force 
reconstruction of long-extinct Earth life forms. You 
sink down choking and coughing. As you try for just 
one more breath your last thoughts are of the Doctor’s 
warnings always to check the atmosphere of any place 
first. In your excitement to explore you realize that you 
have forgotten to do this. Your body becomes an 
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exhibit in the display of primitive galactic society. And 
if it is any consolation, your remains and the TARDIS 
cause much controversy amongst the primitive 
reconstructionists on that far-off world of Virni, in a 
time nineteen thousand and seven years from today. 


Go back to 9. 


4 
You deliberately stare at the Zorian and not at the 
pulse-deflection device. You watch him stretch out a 
long green arm. You see the suckers that line its inner 
length glisten in the light of the workshop. Then a 
switch is thrown. 

There is the blinding flash of an explosion. The 
workshop begins to fill with acrid fumes. Blinded, the 
Zorian and the Ormazoid stumble about, finally 
bashing into each other, which allows you and the 
Doctor to gain the safety of the corridor. As you run 
away, you hear an alarm siren start to sound shrilly 
throughout the complex. 

As you race along, the Doctor draws alongside. “We 
must find the TARDIS. If they are that advanced the 
next invasion attempt of Earth must be imminent. 
Perhaps I can rig the TARDIS as protection again if we 
can discover where they have it stored.’ 

You reach a junction of passageways that look exactly 
the same. 

‘This one,’ the Doctor says. You both take the right- 
hand option, which is just as well, as a dozen guards 
answering the alarm from the workshop hurry out of 


the left-hand corridor only seconds after you have 
chosen the right. Then — wouldn't you know it? — one 
sharp-eyed Ormazoid trooper glances back and sees 
you and the Doctor legging it down the other passage. 
He calls to his companions, who turn and go in rapid 

pursuit of the pair of you. ' 

‘This way, I think!’ The Doctor urges you on down a 
side corridor. ‘I think the space port is this way... .” 
You try to memorize the route. The whole military 
complex seems a maze, with the next passageway 
looking much like the last, but you suppose that the 
Doctor, having more experience of these adventures, 
could be correct, so you fall in with his proposed escape 
route through the military base of Darval. 

The Ormazoids are gaining ground when you come 
upon their empty troop-transport vehicle. ‘Quick!’ the 
Doctor points, and you scramble into the front seats. 
“Oh, yes . . . yes. . . I see, I think,’ the Doctor says, 
glancing at the controls. 

The Ormazoids appear and start to fire their phasers. 
A force bolt sears past your ear and ricochets from the 
cover on the front of the vehicle. You are shocked, but 
the Doctor is unconcerned. 

‘Oh, this is a swooper-car. Here, fire this if they get 
too close.’ The doctor absently hands you a clip-on 
phaser. 

‘What?’ You grasp the phaser, uncertainly, while the 
Doctor burbles on. 

‘This patrol car... See? You just wiggle the 
flight-stick . . .” the Doctor adjusts what looks like a 
gear lever, the car trembles, then rises gently as the 
Ormazoids begin to concentrate their fire. Then, as if 
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carried by a gentle breeze, the swooper-car leaves the 
Ormazoid soldiers behind and drifts lazily around a 
corner and zooms at speed towards what you hope 
fervently will be the space port and the location of the 
TARDIS. 

Just as you think you must be in an unoccupied 
sector of the Ormazoid headquarters you run into a 
heavily armed patrol group who have a laser cannon 
mounted, primed ready and waiting for you. 

Crunch! 

The swooper-car, flying along a metre or so above 
the corridor floor, rears and bucks as if in pain as the 
laser punches through its body. The Doctor struggles 
to control the crazily veering vehicle, but fortunately 
the shot has only damaged part of the steering 
electronics. Eventually he succeeds and drives over 
the laser cannon with a last-minute gut-wrenching 
hop. 

‘There, Doctor!’ You glimpse the space port ahead 
and the TARDIS and its replicated copy standing 
side by side. 

“We've got to get there, Ixio. If I can reactivate the 
TARDIS’s defence shield we can erect a force field 
that will make it impossible for Darval to focus his 
invasion tunnel.’ 

No sooner have you nodded in excited agreement 
than the swooper-car coughs and wheezes then loses 
power completely. You hear the squeal and metallic 
scrape as its base hits the floor and skids in a shower 
of sparks towards the exit doors that lead out onto the 
space port ramp. 

With a final crash the swooper-car buries itself in 
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the doorway and comes to a grinding halt, amidst a 
welter of broken glass. 

Painfully, you extract yourself from the wreckage as 
the Ormazoids rush into view further down the 
corridor. They will be in phaser range any moment. 
The Doctor shakes his head groggily, still suffering 
from the impact of the crash. With a sickening 
realization you decide that, although it is possible to 
clamber over the wreckage of the swooper-car and out 
onto the ramp, the distance between you and the 
TARDIS is just too much. You will be mown down by 
the Ormazoid phaser guns, for sure. As the Doctor 
recovers and the troopers bear down you must decide 
what to do, for to fail now would make all the dangers 
survived so far count for nothing. Your mind working 
rapidly, you calculate the odds and distances. From 
what you can see, there are only two courses of action. 


A You can run with the Doctor, firing as you go, and 
hope to reach the safety of the TARDIS. Or 

B You can push the Doctor out onto the ramp and try to 
hold up the Ormazoid advance, allowing him enough 
time to reach the TARDIS and save Earth from 
Darval’s terrible designs. 

If you choose A, go to 28. 

If you decide B, go to 51. 
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The TARDIS comes out of its dizzying spin, and you 
pick yourself up from the floor and clamber up the side 
of the console, where you see the Doctor slumped 
across the panel, unconscious from the shock of the 
impact of Darval’s deadly thrust. You do what you can 
to revive the Doctor, but he won’t stir. 

You stare helplessly at the control panel, then press a 
lever or two. You hear odd whirrings before the outer 
door slides noiselessly open. A warm blast of air blows 
in your face as you step out into a desert landscape. The 
red rocks look eroded and pitted and reflect great heat. 
For a moment the thought that this might be the Grand 
Canyon occurs to you, but then the bilious green sky, 
with its three giant red suns, brings realization that you 
are very far from home. 

The ruby sunlight streams down and, in the hope of 
perhaps finding something to drink, you wander away 
from the TARDIS. By a splintered group of sandstone 
rocks you see a glistening pool of clear liquid. Going to 
it, you bend to drink thirstily but, before you can taste 
the clear water, a sticky black-haired tendril touches 
your shoulder and pulls you clear with a savage jerk. 
Gasping with fear, you stare back into the seven 
steel-blue eyes of a giant rock-eating spider of Semor 
VII. 

The spider pulls you towards where the TARDIS is 
bellowing in the throes of dematerialization. In your 
ignorance you had triggered the delay switch, and you 
struggle helplessly in the sticky grip of the giant 
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arthropod as you see your last link with Earth 
disappear. You haven’t long to moon about all this, for 
the giant spider makes it clear that if you would like to 
drink at his spring you must carry the rock on which it 
feeds to its lair in sufficient quantities to enable it to 
enjoy its life-sustaining edible sandstone. 

Life for you then becomes rather predictable, with a 
restraining thread attached to your ankle and nothing 
for supper but the odd pebble or two, dropped by your 
master, Goggleyes. Life isn’t much to write home 
about, that is, if you still had a home. 


Maybe you should have helped the Doctor, huh? 


Go back to 2 and see what would have happened had you 
decided to do what you should to help Earth remain 
uncolonized by Ormazoids. 
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The TARDIS materializes onto the sea-washed world 
of Tokl, fifth of the seven planets that are scattered 
along the rim of the known Universe. You see a 
coastline of purple-pebbled beaches, with strange 
compilations of flesh-pink coral shapes that pile 
fantastically into tall, disparate heaps looming along the 
shoreline, like statues in a Pantheon of mis-shapen gods 
who, for all you knew, might well rule this alien world. 

‘What are they?’ you ask the Doctor. 

‘Oh . . . simply coral formations, eroded, sculpted 
by the sea, probably.’ 
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‘Isn’t this the home planet of the armies of, what’s his 
name, Darval?’ 

‘It should be. Unless . . . Unless they were clever 
enough to plant a worm, a decoy device into their 
weapon systems that has given the TARDIS’s scanners 
false readings and diverted us here.’ 

‘But the reversal of their force probe?’ 

‘That worked, yes. We should have gained enough 
time to disrupt their next attempt to enter Earth. Or 
maybe the TARDIS has simply turned up in Tokl at the 
wrong time.’ 

‘Is that possible?’ 

‘It has been known.’ You can’t be certain, but the 
Doctor seems slightly embarrassed at having to make 
excuses for his craft. He wanders away, peering around 
the undulating rocky landscape with its scattering of 
bulbous shrubs, green and glistening in the rays of an 
overhead sun in a sky much like the one you remember 
way back on your home planet. 

‘Pll have a mooch round,’ the Doctor says. ‘See if 
anything is stirring in the way of life or weapon bases. If 
not, I’d better do some thinking. Watch over the 
TARDIS for me. I won’t be long.’ 

Preoccupied, the Doctor wanders away. And you, 
too, stretch your legs, gazing off in the direction 
opposite to that taken by the Doctor. After a couple of 
minutes what had seemed a fascinating landscape with 
its pink coral sculptures and indigo-coloured beach 
begins to pall and a slight boredom descends. When 
you look around, the Doctor, a smudge in the distance a 
moment before, has now quite disappeared. Aimlessly 
you wander to the other side of the TARDIS and gaze 
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down from what you now realize is a steep cliff that has, 
at its foot, a surprising feature of a vortex of sea-water 
that swirls violently but doesn’t appear to return the - 
water back to the sea in retreating waves; almost as if a 
giant plug had been removed and the sea was emptying 
to who knows where? 

Where is the water disappearing to, and why doesn’t 
the level of the sea diminish? Baffled, you decide to go 
and find the Doctor and show him the strange 
whirlpool. Then something stops you. A breath 
of . . .? Of music? Yes. Louder. Now you stop. It is a 
tune, faint still but insistent. You concentrate, and, the 
more you do, the more you realize that the ‘music’ is a 
collection of low-pitched sounds that have an inner 
rhythm so soothing, refreshing and comforting that you 
feel happy just to stand there beside the TARDIS, 
watching the dull green sea pouring down into the 
mysterious outlet below. 

Captivated, you listen for a while. Then the music 
fades and a sweet, husky, mellow voice seeps into your 
mind. 

“Hello . . .’ It seems so warm, so friendly, so enticing 
that it feels disturbingly wrong at the same time and, 
with a start, you force yourself not to listen . . . but the 
voice cannot be shifted. Although you move away from 
the cliff-edge the seductive tones stay with you. 

‘Don’t go, don’t rush; don’t be frightened, please,’ it 
whispers. “We are your friends. We welcome strangers 
to Tokl. We won’t desert you. Come down and meet us. 
Come.’ 

‘No . . .’ you falter. You could do with a friend. The - 
conniving Doctor has run off and abandoned you, just 


like the voice implies. He has deserted you for sure. 
That is what the voice is implying, and it is right! 

Wait a minute. You hesitate. There’s something 
wrong here. ‘Nothing wrong at all,’ the smooth voice in 
your head answers the thought immediately. Part of 
you wants to believe the over-friendly voice. The other, 
more cautious side of you wants to run and find the 
Doctor, and ask his help, for you are bewildered by the 
hidden stranger who occupies your thoughts and who 
could be sucking you into unimaginable dangers. So 
what should you do? 


A Chase after the Doctor while you still can manage to 
find the will to do so? Or 

B Nip back into the TARDIS and have a long think 
about the disturbing infiltration of your consciousness? 
If A, go to 13. 

If B, go to 9. 
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The Doctor looks sombrely at you, and you realize that 
he was only being polite. But before you can apologize 
for being such a nerd he has noticed that Darval’s 
raiders have ceased probing the TARDIS’s force field. 
Instantly the Doctor alters the co-ordinates. The rotor 
changes to a rapid vertical movement and the Doctor 
sends the TARDIS into dematerialization mode. But 
just as the TARDIS is about to transport you to the 
street above at a time one hour earlier, the full force 
shield is breached. You, the Doctor and the TARDIS 
go toppling away from your key position as protectors 
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of the Earth. The access tunnel is established. Within 
minutes there come seven battalions of the savage - 
Ormazoid warriors, who have been genetically 
programmed to follow Darval’s instructions to the 
death. Darval’s orders to his obedient hordes are simple 
— do whatever is necessary to bring Earth to utter 
submission. 

Had you been around you wouldn’t have liked what 
was done to your home town but, as you are elsewhere, 
lost in a random time spin, the horrible details need not 
be gone into here. 


So where exactly are you? Time spins are mostly bad, for 
where you end up is usually pretty ucky, given that the 
narrow band of Time and Place where life is possible, let 
alone comfortable, is not large. Still, let us see where you 
might. materialize eventually. 

You can find out by taking two dice and throwing them. 
What is the total? 

Less than 6, go to 5. 

More than 6, go to 2. 
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You really don't wish to be involved, and you hurry 
away from the ringing telephone, but, as you start to 
move, you feel a chill presence surrounding you in an 
enveloping shroud of hateful gray mist. 

You realize that it is not too dissimilar from the space 
snake you fondly imagined was but a fantasy of your | 
overactive imagination. The only escape you can think 
of is to retreat into the telephone box. 


Shivering, you cower inside while the gray mist 
swirls around outside, blacking out the evening 
sunlight. You then realize that the gray mist is 
exerting a crushing force on the kiosk and that the 
structure is buckling, with you inside. In a second 
you will be the meat in a metal burger. Just then the 
telephone rings again. 


If you pick it up immediately turn to 11. 

If you hesitate too long then your number is up. The 
gray spectre mashes the kiosk and you with it. ‘Tragic 
traffic accident the papers will say, and there’ll be a 
rather poor photograph and a few lines about how you 
will be missed and what a wonderful person you were, 
though with an unfortunate tendency to shilly-shally in 
"phone boxes! 

Go back to 1 and do try to correct this personality 
fault. 


9 
Ignoring the voice inside that says what sounds like 
“No... no... please don't run away!’ you reach 


the safety of the TARDIS and you frantically try to 
remember the quick lesson on rudimentary procedure 
that the Doctor gave during your maiden flight from 
Earth. You press the CDI lever and, silently, to your 
relieved amazement, the TARDIS seals you safe from 
any outside danger. You heave a big sigh of relief and 
settle back to await the return of the Doctor and to 
hear the result of his reconnaissance. 

Then a voice in your mind whispers, ‘I do wish 
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you hadn’t run away like that. Don’t you wish to be 
friends?’ You don’t know what to do. “Why don’t you 
talk to me?’ the voice says, reproachfully. 

‘Who are you?’ You can’t help but speak aloud. 
Thought-speak is not an easy mode to switch into, you 
discover. 

‘My name is Sindla. I am a greet-person, might you 
say? I want to help you find your way to the heart of 
Tokl. If you were a friend, I would have guided you to 
safety under the protection of Moa but now I have 
examined your mind and its emotional responses and I 
find your suspicions and unreasoning fear of strangers 
loathsome. We do not wish for aggressive fear-filled 
creatures on our world, thank you.’ 

You wait for the presence to leave your mind but, 
although the voice is silent, you feel it is still in there, 
waiting. Then you feel the TARDIS move, at first 
insignificantly, then with a heart-stopping lurch. 

‘Goodbye,’ the voice says sweetly. “Can't say it was 
too nice to have met you.’ Then, inexplicably, you 
know it has left you, but you cannot enjoy the sensation 
of being alone with your thoughts, for the TARDIS is 
falling from the clifftop, pulled over the edge by a force 
that is drawing you down into the whirlpool below. 

Helplessly, you stare at the various control levers. 
One, you know, must be the master-dematerializer, but 
which one should you choose? 

Too late! The TARDIS plunges into the eye of the 
watery vortex. On the viewing-screen you see murky, 
green water swirling. This is all you see for several 
minutes, then you surface inside a broad pool in a stone 
chamber. The TARDIS, with you inside, bobs gently 
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for a moment, then the tug of a hidden current starts, 
and you feel a definite movement drawing you towards 
a giant turbine with whirring blades that, for all you 
know, might have the power to crush you flat or chew 
you to bits. Fearfully, you calculate how long you will 
have before you find out. Your eye flickers from the 
diminishing distance between you and the giant turbine 
and the levers before you. 


What should you do? 

A Press what you hope is the right lever? Or 

B Allow the TARDIS to drift into the whirling 
fearsome blades ahead? 

If A, go to 3. 

If B, go to 13. 


10 
‘Moa! Yes. Yes. Yes!’ the Doctor shouts exultantly. 
Thinking a new conversion is apparent, the high priest 
pauses in the downward plunge towards your 
fast-fluttering ticker and stares at the now-capering 
Doctor. 

““«M”,“O”, “A”. I’ve checked those initials through 
all the seven hundred and fifty-seven universal 
languages and they all can be made to register as 
standing for more or less the same thing.’ 

‘What... What?’ you gasp. Splayed out on your 
block of sacrificial stone, you have no time for 
guessing-games, particularly as the Shargoan 
priesthood are showing a forest of waving arms, all 
indicating that your heart should be cut out forthwith. 
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‘Speak English, Doctor,’ you plead. 

““M” — monitor. “O” — Oversee. “A” — Advise. 
Hence, Moa.’ 

“What?” 

“Moa is more than a lump of stone, isn't he?” This last 
is addressed to the high priest who, you note with some 
relief, has lowered the sacrificial daggers for the 
moment. 

The chief priest's thought-wave, directed at the 
Doctor, is also available to you. “Most aliens simply die 
here, their hearts offered up as fresh food for the god,’ it 
states. 

“Others?” 

“Others... > The thought wavers. ‘Any sacrificial 
offering may challenge Moa. But the result is always the 
same, their death is merely delayed.” 

~ “We challenge Moa!’ The Doctor’s voice, firm and 
confident, rings out loudly in the silence of the 
chamber. 

‘Very well.” 

Released from the stone slab of death, you join the 
Doctor, who puts a fatherly arm about you. “Sorry, 
Ixio, had to work out what was occurring here first.” 

“My death was nearly occurring . . .’ you start hotly. 

‘Yes. Yes . . . But you’re still here, aren’t you? Now 
hush! I want all my faculties to be clear. If this set-up is 
what I think it is we might need very clear minds 
indeed. Look.’ 

You follow the Doctor’s nod to where the high priest 
is manipulating a keyboard of controls. A rumbling 
sound is heard and the steps shake beneath your feet as 
the stone chest of Moa slides open to reveal a screen on 
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which a question is posed in illuminated letters. The 
question is, ‘Zikzbuzizizib?’ 

“Ixio has only one good language,’ says the Doctor, 
mildly. “Play fair, that’s early Alpha Centaurian.’ 

The Shargoan priest hurls a thought-wave back. 
“Too bad! You both must answer the riddle of Moa or 
you die! Separate them!’ 

‘I know the answer!’ says the Doctor calmly. 

‘No help is allowed between challengers,’ the high 
priest interrupts. “This Ixio must answer the question 
first. You must speak no words to him. We will allow 
five minutes, beginning right now.’ 

Next to the mysterious question a chronometer 
appears and begins to count down to zero and your 
doom. 

You stare at the jumble of letters on the screen, very 
much aware that the chronometer is ticking. No words! 
The Doctor cannot help you. Then, in order to assist 
you, the Doctor starts calling out a series of numbers. 

“9-24-9-15, Ixio.” 

Then he again repeats the above numbers after your 
name — very much hoping that you are intelligent 
enough to understand how he might help you to 
translate the riddle of Moa on which your lives depend. 


If you understand to what this simple code refers, go to 
18. 
If not, go to 23. 


11 

Being of a curious nature you take down the receiver 
and say — what else but “Hello”? Down the line comes 
the sound of a million demons, all arguing the toss in a 
jabber of alien tongues. The cacophony of sound scares 
you so that the familiar street of your home town seems 
to be nothing but a tiny island of familiarity that is 
shrinking fast. 

Suddenly a voice raps in your ear. “Who is that?” it 
says in clipped English. Before you can reply, the floor 
of the telephone kiosk starts to crumble beneath your 
feet. You desperately push against the door, trying to 
get back into the street, but it is too late, the frame has 
twisted and you begin to fall. You desperately cling to 
the cord of the receiver. For a moment this holds the 
full weight of your body while you swing, terrified, over 
what has become a dark abyss. 

Horrified, you see the telephone-casing pulling away 
from the wall, and then you are falling . . . falling. . . 
falling . . . down, down into what seems a whirlpool of 
whining sound and wildly variable ‘G’ forces that ebb 
and flow, sometimes dragging you down into the 
darkness, sometimes bearing you up towards the tiny 
glint of light that, only moments before, was your safe, 
predictable world. 

Then a surge of power bears you up towards safety. 
You frantically reach up for the edge of the phone-box 
floor, but the surging power wave leaps ahead of you 
and, to your horror, you see the concrete base of the 
phone box re-form and re-seal. ‘No!’ you yell in 
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disbelief, but there is no return and, like a toy diver ina 
bottle of water, you start to drift downwards towards a 
blue, glowing light pulse that beams eerily underneath 
you in the darkness. As your descent goes on you try to 
touch the sides of the mysterious tunnel, but there is no 
means of halting your fall. Then, with a bone-shaking 
clatter, you land on a boxlike object that seems to be 
suspended in the middle of the dark tunnel. 

When you recover your breath you find that the 
object beneath you is rectangular, perhaps made of 
wood. You hang over the edge of the roof and try to read 
words written below its edge. * xoq 330d ’ 

“What!” you exclaim, then see a stocky figure, 
wearing a multicoloured coat, lean out and peer 
upwards and directly at you. Blue, piercing eyes stare 
into yours. 

“Who are you?’ The English voice seems somehow 
familiar. 

ei; bar 

“Not the person who answered the telephone above?’ 

"Yes." 

“Ah. Oh, dear... there was a force-shield slip. 
Looks like you got caught in a temporary E/C deflect 


maelstrom. Mm... well, you’d better come 
down . . . PH have to try and get you back up into your 
world, I suppose . . . Come on.’ 


Apprehensively, you scramble down and enter the 
police box and into an area of temporal nullity. Then a 
red-clad arm pulls you in and you stare around at the 
softly lit interior with a circular console with 
instruments, VDUs, co-ordination computers, all built 
around a central control column that, lit by an 


11 


unearthly light, is vibrating and shuddering as if 
embattled with an outside power source. 

“What's your name?’ the strange man asks. You 
think, but you can’t recall. 

T...I.. .? You sound idiotic, and feel likewise. 

‘Don’t worry . . . It happens . . . I am the Doctor. 
A Time Lord from Gallifrey. I travel through 
time... if not doing good, at least stopping 
harm... But what can I call you if you can’t 
remember your name?’ 

You dredge your memory, but your name just won’t 
come. You desperately glance around the strange 
interior, and your eyes catch a VDU on a console 
showing a sign that reads ‘Ixionian 407’. 

“Ixionian,” you blurt foolishly. 

‘Like in the velocity mode of hypertime space 
function?’ 

‘I don’t know about that.’ 

“He was a king. Greek, I think, bound to a revolving 
wheel for some naughtiness or other. That was his 
name. Can I call you Ixio . . .?’ 

You nod dumbly. Then the questions begin to 
tumble forth. 

Where?” ‘How?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘All right!’ the Doctor chuckles at your rampant 
curiosity. “This is the TARDIS. Useful old crate. Can 
go anywhere forward or back in time, but for the 
moment she’s resisting evil forces from another galaxy 
who are trying to beam a reflective access tunnel via 
the power at the Earth’s core. They hope to use this 
route to invade Earth and enslave its peoples utterly. 
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Chap by the name of Darval. Not nice. Quite a villain, 
Sort of cross between Krok and Count Severini, you 
know?” 

“Who?” 

“Sorry. You're from, when, late twentieth century? 
As a villain, Darval could give instructions to the likes 
of Stalin, Hitler, Papa Doc. No trouble at all.’ 

‘I see,” you say, not having the heart to tell the Doctor - 
that you don’t go back that far in time. “What about the 
governments of the world? Shouldn’t they be told of 
these invaders?’ 

‘No. By the time they knew and had agreed to 
disagree amongst themselves it would be far too late.’ 
The Doctor pauses as the TARDIS’s rotor shudders 
and the whole ship groans. ‘No. I must resist them. 
Find some way to foil Darval by myself. That’s my duty 
to the forces of good. Which brings us back to your 
plight, Ixio . . . How are we going to return you to your 
everyday world?’ 

You realize that the strange name refers to you. ‘Uh, 
oh. I don’t know.’ 

‘Up to you. I can release the force field of the 
TARDIS. Dematerialize, drop you back on your 
doorstep and then pop down here again and hope 
Darval doesn’t notice that the Earth’s core is 
unprotected by my force shield. I’ve no wish to 
inconvenience you, Ixio, nor do I wish to risk the safety 
of the Earth. So what do you say?’ 


What do you say? Of course, you shouldn’t go off with 
strangers, but the Doctor seems to be friendly and caring. 
But, there again, this strange underworld you've 
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dropped into, with its intergalactic forces of destruction, 
is a frightening one. So what should you do? 

A Tell the Doctor you'd like to get back home pronto, as 
there’s a sci-fi programme on television you’ve just got to 
see? Or 

B Stay with him and tough it out by offering to help if 
you can? 

If A, turn to 7. 

If B, turn to 2. 


12 
Tm not that sick,’ you say boldly. ‘Just a long time 
from breakfast, that’s all.’ 

‘We do not carry a doctor. Anyone suspected of 
illness in our army is immediately killed.’ 

‘Medicine must be a pretty underdeveloped science 
on Orm, eh?’ The Doctor smiles at his own joke. 

‘What is medicine?’ 

‘Doesn’t matter. Should you be making this 
decision? Are you the commanding officer here?’ 

‘No... The blank, rounded globe turns 
uncertainly. ‘The Captain must decide, of course.’ 

You and the Doctor are shoved along towards the 
cabin of the space craft. The Doctor sways into you and 
speaks softly into your ear. “They”1l keep away from you 
on the flight deck because they’re scared of being 
contaminated. Take that chance.’ 

‘No talking!’ The officer’s voice rasps as he slides the 
seal panel open. A replica of the officer distinguished 
only by a yellow bar across the shoulders of his uniform 
turns to regard them. The officer salutes, hand to 
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opposite wrist. The Captain returns the salute. 
Obviously the protocol of the military is rigid and 
maintained at all times. 

‘These are the people who are of sufficient 
intelligence to answer the riddle of Moa, Captain.’ 

“Why have they been brought here? It is not in my 
orders that I must interrogate them.’ 

‘The younger one may have space fever.’ 

Inadvertently the Captain moves away, leaving, as 
the Doctor predicted, enough room to allow you to act. 
But how? The cabin is fairly small with a multitude of 
switches, panels, visual display units with strange 
astro-formulae flashing. Directly ahead and just within 
reach is what you guess might be the main control 
column. 

The Doctor has been watching you. ‘Interesting, 
these old heaps . . . Main control stick manages all the 
power and directional emphasis.’ 


This is your cue, and you know it. Do you 
A Gamble by making a grab for the control column, pull 

it down and see what happens? Or 

B Let the moment pass and wait for the Captain to 

decide your fate? 

If A, go to 46. 

IfB, go to 40. 
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All at once you remember that the Doctor muttered 
something about the TARDIS being indestructible. 
Bravely, you prepare to test the truth of that casual 
statement. Heart beating madly, you watch the 
whirring blades of the turbine accelerator come nearer 
and nearer. Then, with a whoosh, the TARDIS is 
sucked into the heart of the sea-powered mechanism. 
There is a jarring, crunching moment of impact but, 
incredibly, the TARDIS does not buckle. Instead, the 
turbine is smashed. 

You glimpse whizzing slivers of metal flying past 
but, when the swirling of agitated waters subsides, you 
realize that the TARDIS is now stuck solid within the 
wrecked turbine mechanism. Then the craft shudders, 
and you realize that you have now been grabbed by a 
grappling-claw linked to a retrieval craft that is towing 
you into a small underground harbour. Once safely 
docked, whoever or whatever has rescued you is now 
intent on forcing its way into the TARDIS but is not 
making any inroads against the impregnable defence 
system. 

You scan the viewer-screen and, with surprise, you 
notice the Doctor earnestly talking to a number of odd- 
looking aliens that have fish-heads, and torsos with four 
arms and three scale-covered legs apiece. Impulsively, 
you open up the TARDIS and hurry to join the Doctor. 

Instead of his saying, “Hooray, how nice to see you,’ 
he greets your appearance with dismay, and it is 
obvious that you have blundered. As you realize this 
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and are about to bolt back to the TARDIS, two pairs of 
fishy-smelling arms wrap around you, making you ~ 
captive in — what else? — a double arm lock. 

‘Oh, Ixio, why didn’t you stay out of this?’ the 
Doctor says mournfully. 

“Why? Out of what, exactly?’ 

Then you realize that the Doctor has his hands tied 
behind him, and is obviously a prisoner of the aliens 
who, by the rapid rising and falling of their gills, are 
extremely miffed by your recent wrecking of their 
machinery for harnessing power from the sea. 

The overpowering smell of fish recedes a little as you 
are released from the grip of the four-armed tri-legged 
fish-beast behind you. 

“What's happening, Doctor?’ you blurt out, terrified, 
as you are surrounded by the glistening yellow and 
green-scaled aliens who glare down at you coldly with 
their fishy eyes. 

‘They believe I have upset a god of theirs called Moa. 
A rather demanding deity, by the sound of things. The 
priests wish to sacrifice me to Moa right away. Only 
way to placate him, so they insist.’ 

‘What? Why?’ 

‘Seems we landed on their sacred god-patch. Sort of 
Pantheon. All those twisted shapes along the seashore 
are greater or lesser gods, to be worshipped at different 
times and tides.’ 

“We believe that you are not like this Doctor...’ A 
reedy voice insinuates itself into your mind. “We, the 
Shargoans, believe you might be of the calibre of a 
being that we are proud to serve.” 

What does the voice mean, serve? 
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‘Wha . . .? you start to ask, but the voice continues. 

‘The Doctor must die before the fins of Mog; But you 
can escape his fate.’ 

‘How? 

‘By becoming a god yourself. There would be no 
need to be sacrificed. This Doctor — who is he? You and 
he are almost strangers. Why die with him? For what?’ 

How do they know so much? But then you realize 
that they have access to your thoughts and, 
presumably, the Doctor’s. 

“Doctor . . . can you ... . do you hear their voices?” 

“In my head? No... . I’m thought-screening at the 
moment. You must tell me everything the Shargoan 
priests say to you.’ 

wren, tes... I Wh. 

But for a second you hesitate, and hide from the 
Doctor the information that your mind has already 
received an offer that might just allow you to escape 
being sacrificed along with him. 


In that second of pause you must decide 

A Whether to keep silent and look out for your own 
safety by exploring the possibility of perhaps being 
worshipped as a minor god on Tokl. Or 

B Telling the Doctor everything and joining him in what 
promises to be a double farewell party. 

If A, go to 22. 

If B, go to 15. 
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The starship Vorgen is surprisingly roomy inside, and 
you and the Doctor are taken to the main section where 
you are both strapped into a tall, padded, comfortable 
seat. Once settled, straps are snapped around you. 
Turning your head you see that the dozen Ormazoid 
soldiers are likewise pinioned into their seats. 

‘It’s a warp-fold craft,’ mutters the Doctor. ‘Batten 
_ down your breakfast.’ 

‘What breakfast?’ 

‘Just as well you skipped it, then.’ 

Before you can explain how hungry you are the whole 
of your body suddenly feels as if it wants to turn inside- 
out. 

Mo Ee ue Las, SARC...» of. 

The Doctor’s voice, with his head jarring against the 
pressure pad, distorts with the massive ‘G’ forces 
bearing down upon him. With a devastating thrust the 
Vorgen blasts away from Tokl and heads into the void of 
space. 

For you the strangeness of your present situation and 
all the dangers of your encounter with the Shargoans 
spill over you. Maybe it is the long time since your last 
meal, or simply the effects of excessive thrust forces 
followed now by zero gravity but, whatever the reason 
is, you feel distinctly out of sorts. The Doctor notices 
your emerald pallor. 

‘Hold on, Ixio.’ 

“Pl try, Doctor.” 

“And whatever 1 say your symptoms are, you 


14 


agree . . . Yes?’ You nod in reply, not understanding 
anything except that your stomach seems determined 
to place itself above your breastbone and remain 
there. $ 

With Tokl now far behind, the Ormazoids release 
themselves and float away to attend to their various 
tasks about the starship. 

The officer projects himself towards you. ‘What is 
wrong with him?’ 

The Doctor shakes his head mournfully. ‘I don’t 
know. Palpitations. Sickness. Black bile sometimes. 
Yesterday he was covered in yellow spots, weren’t 
you, Ixio?? You nod miserably, thinking that the 
Doctor is the one who is affected, if not in body 
certainly in mind. The officer drifts away a little. 
Although his face is hidden, his fear is obvious. 
‘There is no alternative. You know what he has?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Space fever.’ 

‘Surely not?’ 

‘The spots, the bile.’ 

The officer waves to two soldiers, who pull 
themselves towards you. 

‘Sir? 

The officer points at you. “This person has space 
fever. Make ready to jettison.’ 


As they turn their phaser guns towards you what you 
must decide is this — 

A Should you confess that you are not all that sick but 
just a bit queasy, owing to lack of breakfast? Or 
alternatively, 
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B You do not contradict the Doctor but allow the 
Ormazoid soldiers to force you out of your seat and 
show you what the word ‘jettison’ means. 

If A, turn to 33. 

If B, turn to 12. 
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‘They wish to turn me into a god!’ you blurt out to the 
Doctor. 

Tm sure they do,’ the Doctor says enigmatically. 
‘You’d be better served by remaining with me for 
now, Íxio.” 

‘But you’re going to be put to death.’ 

‘Yes. So we’re told.’ 

The Doctor looks unconcernedly at your captors 
towering around you both. ‘Where is this Moa you 
keep muttering about?’ 

‘Take them to the Great One.’ 

You feel the insistent pressure of several arms 
pushing you along into a gloomy tunnel that 
disappears into the underworld of Tokl. 

After stumbling along in the dark for some minutes 
you emerge into a much larger chamber that is bathed 
in a blinding white light and contains many more 
Shargoans, all nodding and praying to a huge stone 
statue, half-sea creature, half-bird, brooding over the 
chamber. 

You are pushed up stone steps that lead to a 
sacrificial altar stone, where the chief priest waits for 
you with a quartet of keen-bladed knives held tight in 
his hands. The eyes of Moa glare at you like twin 
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beams of evil; they pull you inexorably towards the foot 
of the statue. 

As you are drawn forward, a low keening sound 
swells up from the assembled priesthood. This grows in 
intensity as you approach what you see to be a 
bloodstained altar. All around there is the stench of 
decaying fish. Or is it something else? You glimpse in 
the hollowed base of the giant statue a heap of jumbled | 
bones. Other alien visitors perhaps, who have been 
senselessly slaughtered to appease this fearsome, 
glaring statue the Shargoans worship so blindly. 
Finally, the last and highest step is reached. You are 
roughly made to kneel and prostrate yourself at the feet 
of Moa. The Doctor, too, is forced down alongside you. 

‘Did you see the eyes of this lump of stone? the 
Doctor whispers. 

“Yes. Horrible.’ 

‘Never mind that, they may not be eyes at all but | 
scanners.’ 

What?” | 

‘A means of gathering in visual information — even 
transmitting it back somewhere.’ 

“What difference does that make, Doctor?’ 

‘I don’t know . . . but it’s interesting, isn’t it?’ 

Before you can reply you are lifted bodily and 
spreadeagled on the altar. Your arms and legs are tied to 
rungs sited at each corner of the block of stone. The 
four knives flash in the artificial light of the chamber. 
The chief priest begins to intone a reedy incantation 
over you. Your mind floods with fear and the Shargoan 
greed for blood as all assembled thoughts savour the | 
prospect of your imminent death. Petrified, you tear 
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your gaze from the hovering knives held by the chief 
priest and appeal to the Doctor. He isn’t even looking at 
you but is staring up, as if transfixed by the ruby-red 
glare of the god who soon will receive the brief offering 
of your life. 

You try to scream but no sound will come. You try to 
pray, to speak, but there is nothing to divert you away 
from the heart-lurching knowledge that soon the knives 
must slice agonizingly into your defenceless body. 

‘Doctor, help me!’ You manage a last appeal. But the 
Doctor apparently is not all that interested in your 
demise, for he still stares at the brooding statue with its 
mad, blood-red eyes. 

The incantation of the high priest ends. The chamber 
becomes silent. The knives come stabbing down. 


Go to 10. 
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Congratulations! Your luck is in. The Vorgen is not yet 
in warp-fold mode and, by your sudden jerking of the 
control column, a confusion takes place that allows the 
Doctor to disarm the officer and order the Captain out 
of his chair. The ship veers crazily. The Doctor, having 
experience of this class of space craft from another 
adventure, raps out instructions to you. 

Seated in the Captain’s chair you place the ship into 
warp-fold and are told how to keep control of the three 
main instrument panels. Obtaining a balance between 
these instruments, the Doctor explains, places the ship 
on automatic pilot. A sound of sweet even tone is heard. 
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This drones on comfortingly while the ship bypasses 
galaxies and homes in towards Orm, the planet that the 
Doctor suspects of harbouring the forces of Darval, 
who must once again be assembling his hordes for 
another attempt to invade Earth. 

The Doctor next informs you that he must make sure 
that the officer and Captain are made prisoner. Then he 
will return. He shows you how to seal and open the 
cabin door by remote control from the control column, 
then leaves with his prisoners. You are left alone in deep 
space in charge of a ship that is leapfrogging distances 
that would take a lifetime to travel at a million miles a 
second. But everything seems quiet in the ship. The 
computer has control. The drone of all systems 
functioning is heard, and you begin to relax. 

At the same time, although you have no means of 
knowing it, the Doctor is attacked by an Ormazoid soldier, 
who displays the fanaticism of his breed by sacrificing 
himself for the safety of his superiors. The result is that, 
unknown to you, the Doctor is now once again a captive of 
the Ormazoids, and you are without support while 
blissfully playing at captain of a warp-fold space craft. 

A red light suddenly blinks in front of you. The even 
tone changes to a distinctly discordant note, and 
various alarm systems begin to sound in the ship. 


Do you 

A Panic and start pushing buttons and pressing levers in 
the hope that you might rectify things? Or 

B Sit tight and wait for the Doctor to return? 

If A, go to 50. 

If B, go to 31. 
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‘Let me think about this one,’ you say, with an edge of 
toughness to your voice. Although you sound 
confident, you know, deep down, it’s all bravado, and 
you are really stung by the jibe that you threw away an 
advantage by letting the ship land. They want the 
Vorgen undamaged, therefore the Doctor’s reversal of 
their hypertime tunnel probe must have worked to 
some degree. 

‘Think! Think, you dummy,’ you goad yourself. 
Take off again? They’d know that was a bluff. Too 
complex for you. What else? Blast them, destroy the 
rest of their space fleet that must be gathered around 
this landing port. Yes, sure, how? Then you get an idea. 

“Tell you what . . .’ you begin. 

Yes? 

‘Where is the Doctor’s TARDIS? 

“What has this . . .?’ 

Where?” 

“It has been taken from the warp-craft hold. It is, 1 
believe, quite near to where you are grounded.” 

“Good. Tell you what. That weapon thing that's 
against the Doctor's head. Put it in his hand, deliver 
him to his TARDIS, let us go and I won't put into 
operation the plan I’ve been hatching for the last ten 
zillion miles (which is a lie, but all’s fair at this 
juncture). The black opaque glass sphere bobs up and 
down on the screen in angry amazement. 

‘Plan? Your plan! What? Why should we just allow 
you to escape?” 
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Here it is, your bluff. Either the craft you uneasily 
control at the moment is armed or it is not. Only one 
way to find out. 

‘I know how to operate the weapons of this ship. 
Unless the Doctor is released and both of us given safe 
conduct I’m prepared to blast you, your ships and the 
whole place out of existence.’ 

The Commander turns to confer with another replica 
of himself. The glass globes of their heads bob and dart. 
You guess that it is the Captain who is conferring with 
the Commander, but you can’t be sure. A dulling 
thought occurs to you that, even if the Vorgen is armed, 
why should they believe you could possibly know 
enough to operate and fire its weapons? 

The wait for a response lengthens. The Doctor stares 
at you through the screen, approvingly or not, you 
cannot tell. Well, it was the best you could think of. 
The Captain, you note, has hurriedly left the 
Commander, but to do what? The Commander turns 
back to the screen. 

‘We do not believe you have the knowledge to fire the 
laser cannon, Ixio.’ 

Ah! So the ship is armed. 

‘Try me.’ You sound surprisingly calm though that 
lump in your throat could well be your heart. 

‘As you wish,’ the Commander replies. ‘Kill the 
Doctor!’ 

With a flash of inspiration you reach and pretend to 
be activating the laser cannon. Then; to your utter 
relief, the Commander raises a hand and halts the 
execution of the Doctor. 

‘Very well, Ixio. I agree to your terms.’ 


17 


‘Arm the Doctor so that I can see him.’ 

“Of course.’ 

The Doctor is presented with the phaser weapon. He 
smiles at you. ‘Well done, Ixio. See you soon.’ 

‘At the TARDIS? 

Yes; 

The screen goes blank. You try to remember where 
the seal-release button is on the control column. Two 
down? No, three, you think. Yes. Press, and the seal 
panel slides silently open. Two troopers are waiting to 
escort you, and you join them and walk along the 
corridor with a lighter step not entirely due to the 
slightly lessened gravity of the planet Orm. 

The light of Orm is distinctly murky, and on the 
circular ramp of the space port it is only just possible to 
see the remains of the Ormazoid military space fleet. 
You stare around at the damaged space port, inhaling 
an atmosphere that seems a trifle heavy but certainly 
breathable. You peer around and see a group of 
Ormazoids carrying the TARDIS on a conveyance raft 
towards you. 

Feeling like a conquering hero, you descend the 
steps, as from a dented tower that has many missing 
sections of glass in its distorted structure,the Doctor 
appears holding the phaser against the back of the 
Commander. You greet each other warmly, you with 
pride in having got him out of hot water for once. The 
Doctor, however, is looking suspiciously about him. 

“What's wrong?’ you ask, a bit disappointed that he 
hasn't thrown his arms about you and called you a 
genius. 

“Don't know. Just a feeling.” 
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“Let's get into the TARDIS. I suppose we'll be safe in 
there?’ 

‘Yes. I suppose so.’ Still the Doctor seems uneasy. 

‘Come on, Doctor, let’s scram from here.’ 

The Doctor takes out his key and hands you the 
phaser, which you point at the Commander. He 
unlocks the TARDIS and disappears inside. You lower 
the phaser and back straight into the arms of a dozen 
armed troopers who already hold the Doctor captive. 

‘A replicator,’ the Doctor says bitterly. 

‘What?’ 

‘This is a copy, an empty shell of the TARDIS. 
We’ve been bamboozled.’ 

‘No, Doctor. I have.’ 

“It was a good try.” 

‘Nothing like sufficient, though, Doctor.’ 

The Commander steps inside the shell of the 
replicated TARDIS. Unable to distinguish his features, 
you hear his voice laced with mockery. ‘And thank you, 
Ixio, for giving me the Doctor’s name. I have word 
from the supreme being, Darval, that the Doctor is 
responsible for the devastation caused here by the 
hypertime reversal. I also have orders that I must 
discover exactly how this was achieved.’ 

The Doctor looks coldly into the opaque glass helmet 
before him. ‘I will never tell you that.’ 

‘Perhaps not. But maybe your companion here will 
assist your memory.’ 

‘I won't!” you say stoutly. 

The globed head of the Commander bobs to and fro. 
A sound like water running down a drain spreads 
around the troop of Ormazoids, swelling and gurgling. 
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You realize that they are laughing at you. 


Go to 24. 
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‘I think I understand. You say the numbers match 
my name.’ The Doctor nods approvingly. 

‘7-15-15-4,’ the Doctor says smiling, then begins 
frowning in concentration as he prepares to translate 
the riddle of Moa into corresponding numbers for 
you. 

‘No words,’ the high priest warns. 

‘14-15 14-5-5-4,’ you nod to the Doctor, 
indicating that you are ready. 

The numbers come slowly, giving you just enough 
time to work out the code on your fingers: 

23-8-1-20 9-19 20-8-5 

19-20-18-15-14-7-5-19-20 15-6 1-12-12 

20-8-9-14-7-19? 


If you can translate the riddle of Moa, check with the 
answer at the back of the book. If correct, go to 29. 
If you can’t do it or get it wrong, try with a pencil and 

paper. Failing that, go to 23. 
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The Vorgen, guided by the control beams of the 
Ormazoid home space port, lands gently on the 
second tier of the docking platform of the military 
base sited outside the main city of Orm. 
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You sit silent for a moment but are startled by the 
appearance of an Ormazoid commander on a 
viewing-screen before you. 

‘Thank you for allowing us to guide your ship in 
safely. We were afraid you might be clever enough to 
detach the automatic guide and pre-set landing systems 
and use the ship as a bargaining counter. Obviously 
your solving the riddle of Moa was a mere lucky 
chance.’ 

“That's something you've yet to find out,’ you say 
defiantly but inside a sickening sensation of having 
goofed pretty badly is churning away. 

Another figure joins the Commander. With alarm, 
you realize that it is the Doctor, looking dishevelled and 
anxious as an Ormazoid trooper threateningly places a 
phaser next to his head. 

“Now, my young friend, what is it to be? We would 
like our starship back. Since a power-reversal attack we 
have no reserves of warp-fold craft. What do you say? 
Leave the Vorgen, open the cabin now and the Doctor 
will be spared. If you are as intelligent as we believe, 
you will agree; yes?” 


Are you intelligent? What should you do? 

A Give up the ship? Or 

B Call their offer a bluff and risk the life of the Doctor? 
If A, go to 62. 

If B, go to 17. 
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Sorry, Ixio, but some unfortunate has to be the last to get 
killed in any war. And for you that is your fate here. 
Sorry. 


THE END 


21-22 


21 
It’s extremely brave of you, but when the Commander 
applies a little pressure the pain is so intense you can do 
nothing but yell out. The Commander pauses, his 
hidden features making your trial all the more sinister. 
The Doctor, meanwhile, makes no move to speak. 

‘That was the minimum charge, Doctor! The next 
wave will be far worse.’ 

Your head throbs and burns. You wonder how many 
cells are now no longer part of you, so much dead tissue 
within your brain. 

‘Very well...’ The Commander starts to press 
again. You brace yourself for the much greater agony 
that must now occur. Then the anticipation is too 
much. “Doctor . . . you beg “Please . . .!? You hate 
yourself, but you are human and vulnerable and afraid. 
The Doctor turns back to you. 


For what the Doctor does then, turn to 55. 
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The alien presence senses your hesitation, and slithers 
into your mind with its reedy voice. ‘Let us prepare you 
for your coming godship, please. It will save your 
witnessing the last unhappy moments of your friend.’ 

‘All right. Why should we both die?’ you think, then 
you feel an insistent pressure bearing you away. 

Tmsorry ...Doctor...so.. .’ you begin but, as 
he is hurried away, you hear the Doctor shout 
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something about not being such a fool. But there is 
nothing to be done now, and you are left with a Shargoan 
on either side of you, who march you away along the 
harbour-edge and past the TARDIS. Then you descend a 
set of slime-covered steps and emerge into a cave, where 
another Shargoan is stooped over a glowing brazier, 
heating what looks like a piece of rock that becomes 
surprisingly malleable in that it bends and flows under the 
heat of the fire, and is then turned and moulded by deft 
twists of the four busy hands of the rock-sculptor. 

With the rock shaped to his satisfaction the Shargoan 
turns and sends a thought wave towards you. 

“What an unusual form you take,’ it says, ‘and how 
sad you have only two arms. Yes, you are extremely 
odd.’ 

“What about you, fish-face?’ You forget that the 
odd-looking alien by the fire can understand every one 
of your reactions. “Sorry ...I.. . I,’ you stammer. 

“Doesn't matter,” the answering thought flickers 
across your mind. 

The Shargoan sways across towards you, then stops 
and stares at you, the large, watery fish-eyes turning, 
one after the other, to examine your person closely. 

‘I have just the thing for you.’ 

“What's that?” you wonder, but no reply is received. 
“What's going on?’ Again, you try to send the thought. 

‘Deciding where you might fit into the godline,’ The 
thought-wave has a different resonance. It must have 
come from the priest standing by the door. 

‘Oh. The godline . . . What's... .?’ 

“Where you had the misfortune to land. On the 
sacred cliff.’ 
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‘Oh . . ? You don’t know what to think. But those 


pieces of twisted rock... strange unearthly 
shapes... Of course, unearthly, you dumbo, you 
chide yourself. This is an alien world and ...and... 


the realization falls on you like a scalding rain. 

A chuckle, like a python curling amongst dry leaves, 
sounds in your head. ‘We have the occasional alien 
visitor to our planet, and we try to keep a personal 
memento of their visits.’ Like their bodies! The 
realization jolts into your mind. ‘You will be suitably 
encased in orgon rock. We find this pleases our 
sea-gods and brings strong waves and much tidal power 
to give energy to our underground cities.’ 

‘Through that turbine thing I bust?’ 

‘Yes. You must pay for that.’ 

‘How?’ No replying thought is returned. You try 
again. ‘You said I’d be all right. Worshipped. 
Served . . . Sort of like a god...” 

‘Oh, yes you will. Once you are suitably enshrined. 
That is what we’re here for.’ 

The Shargoan sculptor has tipped a pot of molten 
rock into a casing that you realize is only a little larger 
than yourself. You panic, go to run, realizing that the 
mould is for your body and that you will soon be 
encased in orgon rock and placed with the other visiting 
aliens along the clifftop. 

You turn to run, but collide with the scaled chest of 
the priest stationed at the exit of the rock chamber. 

‘No... please!’ you yell. Then, pathetically, 
‘Doctor!’ 

But the Doctor cannot hear your desperate plea. The 
Shargoans do not understand the concept of mercy, so 
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for you the story ends in a damp cave on the oceanic 
world of Tokl. You try once more to escape but in a 
gesture of irritation the Shargoan priest cuffs you with 
two of his four arms. The blows arrive simultaneously 
on either side of your skull. You fall to the ground and 
begin to lose consciousness. Your last image as you 
swim into blackness is of the large metal pot of liquid 
rock a-bubbling on the brazier. Mercifully, you will not 
be aware of the painful process of being enshrined nor 
experience the doubtful pleasure of standing stonily on 
the sacred clifftop, latest of the alien visitors who, 
deliberately diverted there by Darval’s co-ordinator 
distorters, must stare blindly out across the seas of Tokl 
for evermore. 


Go back to 13. 
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So you stand about like a dumb cluck, helplessly 
watching the numbers of the chronometer diminish. 
When a line of zeroes is reached you are returned to the 
sacrificial stone and prepared for demolition. 

But the High Priest is crafty, and realizes that the 
Doctor is considerably quicker-witted than you 
obviously are. Should he answer Moa’s question he will 
possess the power, and might be very angry indeed at a 
priesthood who go despatching his friends with such 
unseemly haste. The Shargoan high priest is no fool. He 
realizes that the Doctor is unlikely to answer the riddle 
of Moa but, should he happen to be lucky . . . 

You see, the reason people often become chief of this 
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and that is that they do realize that this present could 
become that future. So, the high priest lets you live a bit 
longer, just in case — a spectator now, rather than a 
participant. 


Read this section again, then go to 29 to learn what your 
fate is to be. 
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The laboratory atmosphere is cold and, as you lie 
pinioned to a dissecting table, nothing can be seen 
except a white glaring light from above. Bit like the 
dentist’s you think, shivering from what you try to 
convince yourself is only the cold of the place. You 
wonder where the Doctor is now. During the journey in 
the back of the swooper-car that brought you from the 
false TARDIS to this chill place the Doctor had talked 
quietly to you about the desperate situation you were 
both in. 

“Darval. Who is he? Why do they follow him?’ you 
had asked. ‘Supreme being? What’s that?’ 

“Darval rules the rim worlds. The myth says he was 
just an ordinary criminal once, a murderer of a fellow 
crew-member on an inter-galactic exploratory colonizing 
mission out from Earth. Rather than keep him prisoner 
for what might be tens of years the captain, as space law 
allows, decided to maroon Darval. A suitable asteroid 
was found and, with a few supplies and enough air to 
survive for thirty-six hours, he was abandoned. The 
colonizing spaceship then blasted away towards the rim > 
worlds, leaving Darval to die.’ 


‘Yet he survived?’ 

‘Oh, yes, obviously.’ 

‘How?’ 

The Doctor ruminated. ‘No one is quite sure. The 
legend is that Darval was subjected to intense 
radiation that twisted and deformed his body but 
expanded his mind beyond that of human genius. As 
-` the people who marooned him were from Earth, that 
evil genius is turned against your planet, and only its 
domination, enslavement, possibly destruction will 
satisfy his obsession.’ 


‘How could he survive on an asteroid... No 
air... Nothing?’ 
‘He was rescued by aliens... his body almost 


destroyed by radiation. He was restored to something 
like health by them, although reports of his 
appearance differ, apparently. He’s not exactly a 
beautiful sight to behold.’ 

‘He sounds a real delight.’ 

‘Yes,’ was all the Doctor said, adding then with 
quiet determination, “We must stop him, Ixio.’ 

You couldn’t help but smile. Just you and the 
Doctor on Darval’s world, held prisoner by the 
Ormazoids, a race utterly under the control of his 
genius, although why that should be, the Doctor 
wondered at but could not explain. 

But now what is to happen? The pinion-webbing 
holds you tight with its restriction. In the laboratory 
everything seemed still, silent. ‘As a tomb,’ you 
think, with an inward shiver. 

The door to the laboratory opens and a group of 
Ormazoids enter, bringing with them the Doctor, 
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who looks weary, as if he has just undergone a great 
ordeal. 

- The Commander speaks. You assume it must be 
him, although all Ormazoids seem to be replicas in 
shape, size and voice. “We have been enquiring of the 
Doctor’s method of hypertime reversal . . .” he started. 

““Enquiring”! Is that what you call it? The Doctor 
interrupts, the bitterness in his voice testifying to some 
recent suffering you don’t want to guess at. 

‘Silence. You have had your opportunity to help us. 
Now it must be Ixio’s turn.’ The menace of the icy 
understatement in the gruff rasping voice makes the 
flesh on your back go into an advanced state of 
goosepimple. 

‘Ixio knows absolutely nothing about anything at all.’ 

‘Thanks a lot,’ you think. ‘I’m glad about that.’ 

“TU admit it is unlikely this Ixio can tell us exactly 
how you destroyed our invasion fleet but can you just 
stand by and watch your companion suffer 
progressively until the pain of our brain examination 
brings him to insanity or worse?’ 

The Doctor shrugs. ‘Rather that than have his home 
planet occupied by hordes of you lookalikes!’ 

The Doctor’s indifference does little to lift your 
general morale, nor does the sight of a large helmet-like 
apparatus that is being wheeled into the laboratory. 

As the helmet is attached to your head and sensors 
placed onto your temples you start to feel that what is 
contemplated for you might lie beyond your most 
fearful dreams. The sensors are linked to a power 
conveyor system that the Commander moves to operate 
by means of a ball-switch he holds in his gloved hand. 
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‘One squeeze, Doctor, and the brain of your friend 
receives a jolt of power that kills an increasing number 
of brain cells with each succeeding charge. As you say, 
there is no knowledge to impart but great suffering as 
his brain shrinks until nothing remains but an empty 
skull. Well, Doctor, what is it to be? Slow death for 
your companion or information that will help our 
designers to modify their next access probe 
successfully?” 

The Doctor stares at you, then looks away. ‘I’m 
sorry.’ 

‘Tm sure Ixio will be,’ says the Commander and 
starts to squeeze the ball-switch. 


What do you do? 

A Try to bear the brain-diminishment? Or 

B Appeal to the Doctor, plead for him to give the 
Ormazoids the information they seek? 

If A, go to 21. 

IfB, go to 55. 
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There is a sickening lurch. You fall against each other, 
but, unfortunately, the Captain is thrown back against 
his control panel and manages to right the ship before 
any damage can ensue. Angrily he points at you. 
“Destroy!” 

“The other?” The officer indicates the Doctor. 

“Keep for interrogation, as ordered.” 

Very well. This Ixio may be suffering from space 
fever, anyway.’ The officer’s black helmet bobs at you. 
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‘Then the quicker jettison takes place, the better!’ 
the Captain says, turning back to his instrument. 

The Doctor tries to speak in your defence, tries to 
take the blame for the misfire of his plans but the 
Captain is impervious to pleas, and you are dismissed 
from the control deck and marched outside. 


For what happens to you then, go to 33. 
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You reach the passageway and charge along, hearing 
the whirr of a swooper-car starting up behind you. 
Realizing that you have little chance of getting far, you 
strive to reach one of the rooms that you passed 
earlier. 

Behind you the sound of the swooper-car gets louder, 
but you have just enough lead to allow you to reach the 
safety of a store-room. Luckily, you find it empty, go in 
and close the door, and a moment later hear the 
pursuing vehicle swoop by. 

You have a brief respite. How to use it? You glance 
around the store-room. Gray Ormazoid uniforms and 
helmets are piled in neat rows on shelving. You 
consider the possibilities of hiding out or adopting a 
disguise. Either choice must be made soon. 


You can choose 

A To hide amongst the clothing in the store-room. Or 
B To use the costumes for disguise. 

If A, go to 32. 

If B, go to 44. 
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You are taken to the detention section and placed under 
maximum guard. For you, although you survive, this is 
the end of the story. The rest of your life is spent in 
cruel imprisonment, your only visitor, once a year, 
being Darval, who cheers himself up by watching the 
misery suffered by a being from Earth. 


THE END 
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‘You OK, Doctor?’ 

‘Yes. Yes. Escapes TARDIS, We must... .’ 

‘Come on . . .” While the Doctor climbs clear of the 
wreckage you waveringly point the phaser at the 
Ormazoids. You press a red panel and, with a scary 
recoil, a bolt zaps away from you, causing, if not 
damage to your enemies, at least a temporary halt to 
their advance. 

The Doctor is dazedly staring out towards the curving 
ramp at Darval’s grounded space fleet. 

‘The TARDIS, Doctor. Let’s go.’ You push the 
Doctor and begin to run with him. A red bolt flies past 
you. Then you realize that the Ormazoids are probably 
under orders not to damage their depleted space fleet. 
You make for the nearest swooper-craft and the flying 
force bolts stop streaming after you. 

Keeping the starships behind you, you manage to reach 
the area where the TARDIS and its replica are waiting. 

‘The code-key, Doctor.’ 

‘Got it.’ 

“Which is the real TARDIS?’ 

“Don't know.’ 

Just one run across from the last starship to the waiting 
TARDIS and its replica, then safety. Maybe. You 
calculate that ten steps or so will run the gauntlet of the 
Ormazoid fire. There is now no option. You have to go. A 
last deep breath and together you risk everything on a 
desperate dash of death or final safety in the haven of the 
TARDIS. 
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The longest ten steps of your life take you to the 
nearest TARDIS. With horror you realize that, with 
your enemies closing in, you have only just enough time 
to open one TARDIS. Which one? The Doctor is as 
confused as you are, but there is no time to test any 
theories — you must choose the nearest. 

The Doctor enters. You hear him whoop with 
delight, and you are about to dive in after him when a 
force bolt, almost spent, strikes you between the 
shoulder-blades. There is enough force in the impact to 
bring you down to the ground. You see the Doctor 
reaching out for you, but the Ormazoids are nearer. 
‘Close the door!’ you gasp, and then you are surrounded 
and the doors of the TARDIS are closed to the 
Ormazoids and you. 

Sick and winded, your clothes scorched by the force 
bolt, you are carried away into captivity. 


To see what happens to you next, turn to 36. 
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“What is the strongest of all things . . .?’ you spell out, 
just as the chronometer flicks down to zero. 
“Yes! Well done, Ixio!’ the Doctor calls. 
‘But what is the answer?’ The thought of the high 
priest insists. ‘Knowing the question is not enough.’ 


(You might know it, of course, and if you do, skip the rest 
of this-and go to 35. If it’s all Greek to you then you are 
fortunate that the Doctor is allowed by a fearful high 
priest to assist you through the deductive process.) 


| 
| 
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“What is the strongest thing you know, Ixio?’ 

Why...’ You try to recall. You know that 
titanium is light and strong. “Titanium!” you blurt. 

‘That'll do.’ The Doctor faces the screen and the 
riddle posed there. 

‘My companion suggests that the element titanium 
is the strongest of all things .. .” 

‘Wrong ...’ the high priest starts. 

The Doctor holds up a hand. “That is not our 
answer, because, of course, Ixio, we know that on 
your world, in our universe, whatever metal you 
name can be dominated by intelligent life forms. Man 
is one of these. Man can subdue any element, 
including titanium or any other “um” you care to 
name. But there is one thing stronger than man, than 
a Time Lord, than a high priest.’ The Doctor, facing 
the computer, pauses. ‘It is one word and it can 
subdue us all.’ 


What is that word? 
If you don’t know, worry not, but turn to 35. 
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Several hours later you sit watching the Doctor 
putting the finishing touches to a complicated- 
looking device that, he has assured the scientists of 
Zor, will deflect any future reversal of their force 
probes. 

The Zorian scientist who is closely monitoring the 
experiment nods his two heads knowledgeably as the 
Doctor points out the various features of temporal 
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deflection. “The radials are, of course, adjustable as 
only you, the instigators, can know what is the impulse 
count of your power beam ratio.’ 

‘Yes... yes,’ both mouths speak simultaneously 
from the leaf-green heads, each with a giant eye placed 
at the centre of the forehead. It is really most 
disconcerting. Even after hours of observing you are 
still fascinated by the tall green Zorian with his coiled 
tubular body and twin heads. Obviously the double 
brains work well together, for they seem to follow the 
Doctor’s logic and expertise clearly enough, though to 
you it is double-Dutch, Greek and gobbledegook, all 
mixed up with a dash of Hindustani. So you just sit 
there in a corner of the Zorian workshop and wonder 
what the Doctor is up to. 

At the door an Ormazoid guard stands perfectly still, 
so motionless you wonder whether he might be asleep. 
That’s if they ever do sleep. Once again you wonder 
about them as a race. How could they all seem so 
similar? Apart from the occasional difference in height 
they are exactly the same as each other. It is a puzzle you 
have tried before and this time you come no nearer to a 
solution. 

“That's it,’ says the Doctor, standing back from the 
contraption that looks like a three-dimensional 
trapezoid with a jumble of wires coiling about and 
disappearing into a concave dish that turns and blinks 
with intermittent lights, and clicks constantly as if in 
irritation at having been so rapidly created by the 
Doctor. 

The Zorian scientist, on his large, suckered feet, 
stares at the Doctor from his separated eyes. 
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‘May we have a demonstration, Doctor?’ the two 
mouths ask as one. 

‘Of course. Are you still trying to fuse with Earth 
through your access tunnel?’ 

‘Oh, yes. We are almost ready to try again.’ 

‘Good. Switch into that circuit and you’ll be given 
an example of what this little gadget can do.’ 

The Doctor pats his invention fondly. As if in 
answer his creation clicks back fiercely. He then 
watches while the Zorian goes to a group of VDUs 
and speaks into a communication channel. A 
two-headed controller from Zorian Engineering 
appears on a screen. “We are ready to commence 
testing.’ 

‘Not before time. I will relay a power line.’ 

Calmly, the Doctor makes a few adjustments to his 
device then casually saunters across the workshop to 
join you. 

“Ah, Ixio. Rested? The Doctor speaks quietly. 

‘Yes, Doctor.’ 

‘Good. You might need all your energies very soon. 
Though there is no need to look on.’ 

“How soon?’ 

‘Oh, say thirty seconds after they plug the power 
into the pulse deflector. You will be ready, won’t 
you?’ 

The Zorian is now watching you. You both glance 
across to the two-headed design engineer, whose 
suspicions at your whispering are allayed by the 
Doctor walking back eagerly to complete the test of 
the pulse deflector. 

What does the Doctor mean about not wanting you 
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to watch the experiment? Are you now reading too 
much into everything, or have you learned by now 
that the Doctor rarely does anything without a 


purpose? 


If you decide to avert your eyes from the test, go to 4. 
If you wish to witness the experiment that is just about 
to happen, turn to 49. 
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Sensibly, you realize that there is nothing to do but 
wait for the Doctor. In fact, the alarms are only 
because the Ormazoid Captain is trying to regain 
control of his ship by rigging alternative 
power-control circuits. Fortunately for you, there is 
insufficient time for this as the point of re-emergence 
from warp-fold is approaching. 

The flight deck goes into pre-computed normality, 
then a voice speaks softly to you from outside the 
sealed door. It is the voice of the Doctor. 

“Ixio, I am a prisoner again. Sorry, but they 
managed to recapture me. The Captain has agreed to 
spare my life if you will allow him back into his 
cabin. I have agreed but, as you are in control, the 
decision must be yours.’ 

Maybe it’s being in the command seat or perhaps 
your adventures have sharpened you up, for you 
don’t hesitate. ‘Negative!’ you reply. ‘They want this 
ship safe, they let you guide me in, then we can talk. 
OK? 
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‘Ixio, do you know what you're doing?’ 

‘Yes, Doctor.’ You are enjoying this, little realizing 
that you have blundered and have handed the edge of 
advantage back to the Ormazoids. 


Go to 19. 
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You snuggle down amongst the gray overalls and wait. 
After a while the door is opened then closed. A search 
takes place. You had rather hoped that this would not 
be too exhaustive, but had you thought thoroughly 
about the possibilities there was only one place you 
could have escaped to, and the Ormazoid leaders would 
realize that. 

The uniforms are pulled away and a black helmet is 
looming over you. 

‘You will not escape this time, Ixio,’ the Ormazoid 
grates out at you in a voice you believe must belong to 
the Commander of the Ormazoid guards. 


Go to 27. 
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You babble about never having had a yellow spot on 
your person in all your life. The Doctor is lying, you 
add, another daft, dangerous scheme of his that is 
involving you. 
‘Why should he be lying?’ the officer asks, and you 
don’t know what to reply. 


‘Some scheme. Some plan.’ 

‘About what?’ 

‘Escape?’ 

The officer laughs without humour. ‘You will 
escape. Very soon. Take him away but don’t . . . don’t 
touch him.’ 

The soldiers indicate with their guns which direction 
you must take. The Doctor tries to intervene but is 
thrust away by a blow from the butt of a phaser weapon. 
Separated from the Doctor, you are propelled away, 
bundled down a white-painted sloping ramp and 
pushed up against a wall marked ‘Emergency use only’. 
A sealing wall-panel drops down and you are now alone 
in a tiny white box. A second later the jettison hatch of 
the space patrol craft is released and you hurtle away 
from the Vorgen. 

Without any protective clothing or air-supply you 
only see a glimmer of stars against black space before 
oblivion comes. 


Go back to 14 and try again. 
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The power shocks you but you contain the shuddering 
pain which, after the initial moment of surprise, 
becomes just bearable. The video-screen lights up and a 
face appears that is ravaged and twisted in shape but 
with the most hypnotically compelling gaze you have 
ever seen. The stare those eyes give you is more 
galvanizing than whatever power is now coursing 
through your body. 
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‘You are my servant. You serve me. You are a thing. 
A worm. A dreg. Nothing, unless in my service. I am 
the supreme being, Lord Darval. I had you made, 
created for service to me. I send a signal through 
this . . > Here Darval lifts what could have been a 
golden crown but is a rather ornate micro-computer 
switch-ring. ‘Any signal through the codifier and you 
obey. I am going to send that signal now, after which 
any order you receive from Commander down to 
unit-officer must be obeyed as though it came directly 
from me, Lord Darval, supreme being of all the rim 
worlds!’ 

On-screen the codifier is held in close-up so that it 
glitters wickedly. You find yourself staring at Darval’s 
gleaming circlet while a stream of instructions floods 
into your brain, changing its structure irrevocably. You 
become a creature of Darval, devoutly happy to work at 
the most menial tasks, anything that might help your 
beloved master to achieve his purpose of possessing the 
Earth. 


THE END 
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‘Love. That is the strongest thing in the Universe.’ As 
the Doctor pronounces the answer to the riddle the eyes 
of Moa focus on him, bathing him in a fiery red glow. 
Unafraid, the Doctor points imperiously at Moa. ‘Love 
is the answer to your riddle. Convey that to your 
masters!’ 

Then an incredible thing happens. The statue begins 
to crumble, disintegrating as if a hidden self-destructor 
has been activated by the Doctor’s answer. A great fin 
crashes to the ground near to you. The Doctor grabs 
you. ‘Let’s get to the TARDIS. Quickly, quickly!’ 

You need no further encouragement to flee from the 
falling pieces of statuary that are now raining down as 
the figure of Moa continues to disintegrate. Dodging 
amongst the rubble and the terrified Shargoans you 
look up and see the giant head of Moa begin to roll first 
one way, then the other, before slowly toppling from 
the wide shoulders, down towards the steps below. 
Failing to smash on impact and gaining momentum 
from the angle of the stairway, the monster head 
bounds towards you, crushing Shargoans as it comes. 
You are frozen by fear. 

‘Ixio!’ A yell nearby breaks the spell of terror. The 
Doctor has found an exit, and is beckoning furiously. 
You run. Wow, how you run, with that great stone ball 
gaining on you every moment! 

Just as you expect to be rolled into a strawberry 
pancake you gain the passageway and join the Doctor. 
Nota second too soon, for the giant head hits and buries 
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itself into the entrance to your tunnel, sealing off the 
chamber and leaving a huge red eye glaring impotently 
into the passage at you and the Doctor. 

“Doesn't he know it’s rude to stare?” the Doctor says 
flippantly as you hurry away in the direction where you 
last saw the TARDIS. 

You emerge onto the quay of the small underground 
harbour and, with a jump of joy, see the TARDIS 
bobbing gently on the lapping waves — a haven of safety 
and means of escape from the inhospitable world of 
Tokl. Within yards of the police box you hear a harsh 
command. 4 

‘Halt or die!’ Not wishing to die, you halt, 
uncertainly. “Don't move!’ A grinding metallic voice is 
heard, not in your thoughts but through your ears. You 
turn and see a soldier, wearing a black glass helmet, 
light metallic gray uniform and pointing an 
efficient-looking phaser weapon directly at you. 

‘Raise your arms,’ the soldier instructs curtly. 

Beside you the Doctor obeys the command. You 
quickly decide to do the same. 

“Who is this? He looks almost human in shape,’ you 
whisper. 

‘I don’t know who or what he is, but here are a dozen 
more of him,’ replies the Doctor as, marching in perfect 
unison, a squad of troops comes towards you with, at 
their head, an officer who halts before you. 

‘You answered the riddle correctly, that is so?’ 

The officer’s helmet, you notice, is circular, made of 
opaque glass-like reflective material, hiding whatever 
face is within. With complete absence of facial features 
you find it difficult to focus precisely. Only the human 
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ration of a pair of arms, shoulders, legs and feet gives a 
clue as to which side of the officer happens to be back or 
front. 

‘You will come with us.’ The voice comes from a 
small box at the throat of the gray uniform. 

‘My TARDIS...’ The Doctor indicates the 
time-craft, so near but, oh, so far away. 

“It will be brought with you.’ 

‘To where?’ the Doctor enquires almost casually. 

‘Orm.’ 

‘Ah,’ is all the Doctor says. Then you are prodded 
with the snub-end of a phaser weapon, marched away to 
an access chute and conveyed rapidly up into a small 
space-port, where waits a black-hulled space-patrol 
ship whose warp-fissures are still smoking from what 
must have been a recent emergence. 

As you approach, a hatch slides open and an inclined 
ladder is lowered down towards you. Covered by the 
guns of the Ormazoid troops, you and the Doctor climb 
the steps, leave Tokl and enter a patrol craft of the 
fanatical militia of Orm. 


Go to 14. 


36 
Surrounded by Ormazoid guards, you are taken back 
into what must be an underground military base. To 
your enquiry as to what is going to happen to you the 
leader says only one word! ‘Execution.’ Which kills the 
conversation dead, of course. 
As you clump along, you begin to notice something 
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untoward, for the Ormazoids are wandering 
off-course from time to time, bumping and stumbling 
into each other clumsily. The leader, too, you notice, 
is anxiously referring to what you thought was a 
watch but could be, you decide, a meter of their 
bodily energy resources. 

You decide to try an experiment by quickening 
your pace. Very rapidly, you reach the head of the 
column and only the leader seems able to keep up 
with you. 

‘Come on,’ you say in a false tone of jollification. 
‘Don’t want to be late for my funeral, do we?’ 

The phaser weapon held by the Ormazoid leader 
lifts with a conscious effort. “St. . . stay.’ 

You look over the officer’s shoulder and see two of 
his troops stagger and fall with a thud. You can’t 
figure out what is happening or why, but you know 
that this is your chance, and you take it. With the 
leader’s attention wavering between you and his 
failing troops you dash the phaser from his hands and 
run for your life. 

A half-hearted bolt scorches past you, but you 
safely make the next corner. 

Running flat out, you are soon clear but hopelessly 
lost. The uniform nature of the corridors changes 
eventually to passages hewn through rock with 
store-rooms full of uniforms and helmets but no sign 
of occupation. There is a dark, musty smell from 
which you guess that this section of Darval’s empire 
is mostly unused. 

After some further trudging you come upon a hive 
of activity and hide behind a stationary swooper-car, 


36 


watching as your former Ormazoid escort are brought 
in unconscious, sprawled on a transport raft. 

The ordnance chamber is circular, with a series of 
subchambers dotted around its circumference. From 
your vantage-point you can see a number of transport 
rafts shuttling in from further inlets. These are 
stacked with what you think must be military 
supplies. The Ormazoids doing the loading of the 
rafts appear tireless, which makes you speculate as to 
what is happening to your former captors in the 
- subchamber to which they have now been carried. 

You decide you must see what is happening and, 
by keeping to the shadows and dodging into clefts in 
the rock, you hide as Ormazoid workers hurry back 
and forth, fanatically intent on preparing for the 
forthcoming Earth-invasion. 

Finally you reach your goal, peer into a lighted 
subchamber and see the Ormazoid troops laid out in 
a long row, all receiving simultaneously a power 
boost from a central converter. As the series of 
separate coils feeds energy into the wrists of each 
trooper they twitch and kick, and shake their heads. 
Amongst their prostrate forms a technician moves, 
checking their energy meters, and you guess that 
what must have happened earlier was a power 
rundown caused by their overstretching their 
capacities during the chase into the space port. 

Suddenly one of the Ormazoids stirs, sits up and is 
staring straight at you. You dodge out of sight, but 
you have been seen. The technician runs to the door 
and yells out, ‘Stop him!’ 

You belt back the way you have come, heading 
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towards the storage section. When almost across the 
main chamber you see that there are two possible exits 
available to you, the one from which you entered the 
main chamber earlier and another passage, just a little 
nearer. 

Behind you the Ormazoids are organizing pursuit, 
and every second counts. 


Which escape route should you choose? 
A The known route? Or 

B The nearer passageway? 

If A, turn to 26. 

If B, turn to 43. 


37 
The firepower against you is too much. You weave and 
bob, but the craft against you are more manoeuvrable 
and their armaments are also superior. You dodge up 
and down and try to keep from being shot to pieces by 
the air-power of Darval. 

The Doctor points up above, where a fighter craft is 
climbing against the background of the setting sun. You 
crane your neck, trying to locate him, but you lose sight of 
your opponent. Realizing that you are completely 
vulnerable, you wrench the flight-stick from side to side. 
The swooper-car swerves to right and left but it is not 
enough. Your craft is riddled by piercing rocket shells. 

The swooper-car fails to respond to your urgings and 
you go helplessly into a long, slow spin that ends in a 
ball of flame and smoke before the rocky walls of the 
citadel of Darval. 
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There is no escape from the crash. So, regrettably, 
this is a dead end for you. 


THE END 


38 
‘I don’t want to be turned into an Ormazoid! 
Please . . . please, Doctor, tell him. Give him what he 
wants, only please don’t make me suffer any more!’ 

You hear your voice rising shrilly and breaking into a 
final sob of terror. The Doctor turns away as if unable 
to witness your complete collapse of will, and Darval’s 
twisted mouth changes into a sardonic smile. 

‘Well, Doctor?’ 

A long pause. Then the Doctor says wearily, ‘All 
right. You will get there anyway, I suppose. All I ask is 
that you spare Ixio and offer mercy to the peoples of 
Earth when you do invade.’ 

“We will see,’ is all Darval says, his eyes darting from 
you to the Doctor and back again, suspiciously. 

‘Any tricks and I will extract your bones one by one 
from your living carcasses.’ 

‘You’ve won, Darval. Why don’t you enjoy your 
victory?” 

Darval rests back against his golden throne. 
‘Construct me my time tunnel. Then I will rejoice.’ 

“Let us begin, then,” the Doctor says, and is taken 
away to the workshops of Darval to make the final 
adjustments to Darval’s technology that will link Orm 
to Earth. 


Go to 57. 


39 


39 ; 

You run for the throne-room door, thinking it better to 
be alive and at loose in the citadel than blasted out of 
existence, as the Doctor is certain to be when he appears 
to face the waiting lasers of Darval’s palace guards. 
Unfortunately you run straight into the chamberlain 
who is hurrying back to join his master. With him are 
four Ormazoids carrying phaser lances. 

‘Stop!’ the chamberlain shouts, and you decide to 
turn and take your chance that the force bolts will not 
find you before you whizz around the next corner. 

You have no way of knowing that the four Ormazoids 
are specially refined marksmen whose faculties have 
been specially tuned to hit moving targets. So you run, 
they fire and, sorry to say, do not miss. You feel 
nothing. Four force bolts arriving simultaneously do 
not leave time for dying speeches. 


THE END 


40-42 


40 
‘Jettison is the correct procedure when sickness 
appears.’ The Captain turns back, resuming contact 
with the main control lever of the Vorgen and your 
opportunity has gone. 

Feeling that a serious reprimand has been given, the 
officer hurries you and the Doctor from the cabin. 
Under guard, you are pushed along a passageway. 
Instinctively you sense that an irrevocable decision has 
been made and that you are in great danger. 


This feeling is well justified. Go to 33. 


41 
You dive to the right and the bolt goes left. The 
chamberlain fumbles with the firing panel, trying to get 
off another shot. You race back the way you came, 
which leads you to the throne room. This time you've 
no choice but to stay and do battle. 


Go to 66. 


42 
The Ormazoids march into the energizing centre. 
Third from the end of the line, you watch as the troops 
obediently lie down and allow power tines to be plugged 
into their wrists. Fortunately there are more Ormazoids 
than power points, so you are left out of the first batch. 
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The technicians are busy checking readings and seem 
not to notice that you are inching away towards the 
door, for you have sensibly decided that any risk is 
preferable to having an energizing module stuck into 
your wrist. 

Slowly you reach the door and step outside. Relief 
comes in warm, relaxing waves as you walk away, 
remembering to do this in the prescribed military 
fashion. Then two Ormazoids with shoulder-slashings 
of yellow gold braid forming the letter ‘D’ on each 
shoulder fall in alongside you. They are Members of the 
Darvallian guard. 

‘Halt!’ 

You do so, waiting, as would a time-serving, 
labouring Ormazoid. 

“Number?” 

‘47171.’ This was the number of the Ormazoid who 
worked next to you. 

‘It’s time you were re-codified. Go to the CRS centre 
and report. You are known to them as being in need of 
reinforcement programming.’ 

You salute correctly, hand to wrist and then turn, 
marching away in what you pray is the right direction so 
as to allay their suspicions. Mildly tut-tutting to each 
other, the two Darvallians fall in either side of you and 
guide you amiably towards a much larger subchamber 
that seems both a communications centre and a hospital 
recovery ward. 

As they escort you, both make ‘amusing’ remarks 
about your parentage, ranging from your being an 
amalgam of a Mark One swodgerwaft mixed with 
something called dire Earthsweepings. For a moment 
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you think they have rumbled your disguise, but you 
then put the expression down to Darval’s hatred of 
_ Earth having penetrated everything, including slang 
expressions of his officer-corps. 

Inside the busy CRS chamber you are strapped to a 
chair that faces a video-screen. The great difficulty you 
have is that you cannot resist without giving your cover 
away. Helplessly you are wired up to the codifier 
equipment by a busy technical operations officer who, 
harrassed as he is with other workers, fails to notice that 
you are not half-robot. He slaps sensors onto your 
wrists and ankles and starts to activate the codifier 
reinforcement synthesizer. You have a second left 

before you are linked to whatever the codification 
_ process is. 

You decide to submit to whatever is going to happen 
and gamble that you will survive the outcome. 

Whether the gamble is successful is a question of how 
well prepared you are, how much stamina you’ve 
retained from your adventures so far and how great a 
power boost the officer decides to give your 
reinforcement process. 


As itis a hazard you’ve taken, roll your two dice and, if 4 
or less go to 45. 

If more than 4 but less than 8, go to 34. 

If 8 or more, go to 58. 
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43 
You take the nearer exit and are immediately plunged 
into darkness. The sound of rushing water is heard, and 
you grope your way forwards and reach a culvert that 
carries water supplies to the underground city. 

Drenched to the skin, you clamber over the 
brimming duct and carry on into the pitch-black 
darkness, little realizing that the Ormazoids, having 
seen you go into a sealed corridor, have not bothered to 
follow you into the culvert area, but have merely closed 
the entrance and opened the master control valve so as 
to increase the flow of water. 

As the force increases, there is an overflow that soon 
fills the small tunnel in which you are trapped. All you 
know is that there is an ominous rumble that grows into 
a roar as a huge wave forces its way towards you. There 
are no options available. The surge of water knocks you 
down and you grab a breath that is unfortunately your 
last as the water engulfs you and completely fills the 
inlet channel. 


THE END 


44 

You try several uniforms before you find one that 
doesn’t swallow you completely. By a little judicious 
hitching and rolling-up of sleeves and trousers you 
manage to make it fit. Next comes the circular helmet 
which, being of standard size, screws into the threaded 
steel collar of the overalls. Gloves are no problem but 
boots seem to be stored elsewhere. ‘Oh well, this will 
have to do,’ you think, trying to adjust to being inside 
the Ormazoid helmet. The light now has a decidedly 
blue tinge, though clarity of vision seems unimpaired. 
Breathing is possible because the voice box allows an 
intake of air. Clumsily, you walk a few steps up and 
down, then decide you mustn’t linger any longer. You 
push open the store-room door and go out awkwardly 
into the corridor. 

You have only managed a few steps when the 
swooper-car returns and hovers behind you. A voice 
yells out. 

“What are you doing here?’ 

Your Ormazoid disguise is about to be tested fully. 
You turn around and face the driver. 

‘Searching for the escaped prisoner.’ 

‘As ordered?” 

. “Of course,’ you reply, hearing your voice distorted 
through the voice box. 

“Have you examined the store-room?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘And? 

‘Nothing.’ 
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‘Get in!’ 

There is no alternative but to obey the order, so you 
climb up into the swooper-car and perch amongst the 
members of an Ormazoid loader unit. They take no 
interest in you but stare ahead impassively as the 
swooper-car lifts and powers back towards the main 
ordnance chamber. 

Together with your Ormazoid companions you are 
taken to a barrack-room and assume duties that include 
fetching and carrying military weaponry consisting of 
various types of advanced laser technology, including 
the standard-issue phaser. Once given an order every 
Ormazoid seems to operate with such certainty that you 
begin to find the whole experience unnerving, for they 
never converse about anything. When not working, 
they stare into space, indulging in what is called 
‘conserving’. After a while these intermittent bouts of 
frantic activity of loading and unloading transport rafts 
then sitting unmoving for hours begins to wear you 
down, and you start to plan for another attempt to get 
back to the space port, hopefully to reach the Doctor in 
the TARDIS. 

What you hope for is to accompany a transport raft, 
which, you guess, must end up on the space ramp. Asa 
precaution, you plan to steal a phaser hand-weapon for 
emergencies then stow away aboard a raft. Yes, you 
decide, that’s what to aim for. Anything is better than 
this automated existence as an unthinking ordnance 
labourer. 

‘Energizing! Energizing!’ 

The troops stolidly react as one to the order and file 
out towards the room where you previously had 
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witnessed the wires being affixed to the Ormazoids so 
that they could be re-energized. Standing in line ready 
to march off with your companions you are caught in an 
inner turmoil. If, as you suspect, the Ormazoid is half- 
human, half-robot, the process of pouring power — 
electrical, nuclear or whatever — can have ony one 
result for someone entirely human. 

The troops begin to move away. You have no fae 
but to go with them. Like a good Ormazoid, you march 
in-step towards the energizing chamber where waits 
discovery or death. 


Go to 42. 


45 
The technical officer, thinking that you require only 
minor readjustment, uses minimum power, and, when 
it comes, the shock of the current is not pleasant but is 
bearable. The video-screen activates and the face of a 
hideously disfigured human comes into focus, only the 
black glittering demonic eyes seeming undamaged in a 
face riven by scar-tissue and with a grotesque, distorted 
bone structure. The creature, though just recognizable 
as human, has about him an aura of power and evil that, 
although repugnant, still makes you anxious to listen to 
whatever it is he wants to impart. The image before you 
opens his twisted mouth and begins to speak in a voice 
coldly logical and utterly certain of its power to 
convince. 
“You are my servant. You serve me. You are a thing. 

Aworm. A dreg. Nothing, unless in my service. I am the 
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supreme being, Lord Darval. I had you made. Created 
for service to me. I send a signal through this . . . Here 
Darval lifts what you think at first is a golden crown, 
skittering with lights radiating an ever-changing pattern. 
Somehow you sense this circle of gold is linked to the 
brain of Lord Darval. ‘Any message sent through this 
codifier and you obey. I am going to send that signal now, 
after which any order you receive, from commander to 
unit-officer, must be obeyed as if it came directly from 
me, Lord Darval, supreme being of all the rim worlds!’ 

On-screen the codifier is held in close-up. You see it 
glitter and sparkle wickedly and you are acutely aware 
that Darval, through this crown, is attempting to 
permeate and distort your mental faculties and take over 
your personality. Perhaps the Shargoan experience of 
mind-invasion has prepared you for battle against the 
insinuating codifier of Darval. But just as you believe that 
your will must succumb, the power ceases, and you are 
released and led away to resume your lowly task of loading 
the transport rafts. 

Shaking your head to clear the lingering aftermath of 
Darval’s codifier, you thank your stars that the power was 
only at a minimum, and you are trusted to return to your 
barracks alone. 

As you march away you consider what has been your 
first sight of Darval. Now he is real to you. Now you 
know what evil is, and a determination flames inside you 
that, no matter if it means giving your life, you must stop 
this twisted mad mis-shapen creature who is plotting to 
turn the people of your world into beings with no greater 
will than the Ormazoids he controls by the use of the all- 
powerful codifier. 


46-47 


Your new-found determination helps you find a 
half-loaded transportation raft whose operating 
controls you have recently observed in use. You ease 
the flight-stick away from you. The raft lifts smoothly 
up from the ground and floats slowly away from the 
munitions and weapons centre, and heads for what you 
hope will be a meeting with the Doctor and a joining of 
forces at the space port. ‘ 


Go to 47. 


46 
You decide to gamble by making a sudden grab for the 
control lever. The starship is approaching warp-fold 
manifest option, so there is a variable pattern of events 
possible. 


Take two dice and throw. 

~ If 4 or less, go to 63. i 
If the total on the dice is more than 4 but less than 8, go to 
25. 
If 8 or above, go to 16. 


47 
The swooper-car progresses without incident for a 
while, an advantage given to you by the Ormazoid 
conditioning not to question anything that seems a 
normal state of affairs. So, as you appear to be just 
another Ormazoid ferrying military supplies by raft, 
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you progress unchallenged towards the space port. 
Eventually you join a small queue of rafts waiting to 
enter the space ramp. 

Hovering just before the exit, you prudently keep 
back your raft and remain in the shadows thrown by an 
arched walkway that runs above your head. 

You are trying to restrain your impatience at the 
delay when you feel the stability of the raft change, 
causing a slight ripple of disturbance. With a tremor of 
fear, you are aware that someone has dropped onto the 
rear of the transporter and is hiding on the other side of 
the boxes of phaser weapons piled up behind you. 

You keep calm and slowly reach out for the phaser 
clipped beneath the flight-control column. Your hand 
closes around it and, keeping it hidden from the sight of 
the mystery boarder, you slowly set the control panel to 
fire, while hugging the weapon to your chest, a 
gunslinger just waiting for the baddie to make his move 
so you can blast him. 

Your senses are so alert that the slight movements 
towards you are quite discernable. You guess that you 
are about to be pounced upon and, anxious to shoot 
first, you turn, jerk up the phaser and are just about to 
fill your adversary full of holes when you recognize who 
it is. 

The Doctor! For a moment he teeters above you, 
wielding a lump of metal intended for use as a club, and 
you freeze with your trigger-finger hovering a whisker 
away from blasting him into oblivion. 

“Doctor . . .!’ you croak just before he slams down 
the hunk of metal onto the glass globe that hides your 
identity. 
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The Doctor blinks and stops on the brink of braining 
you. ‘How do you know my name?’ 

Tm Ixio . . . /xio!” 

“What?” says the Doctor dazedly. You drop the 
phaser and shake the Doctor’s limp hand, wanting to 
laugh and cry with relief. 

The Doctor can hardly believe it until he unscrews 
your helmet and peers at you wonderingly. 

“What are . . .? You both start, laugh, then pause. 

“Looking for you,’ you both begin again. 

‘Well,’ the Doctor grins. “We’ve found our paths 
crossing once again.’ 

‘We sure have.’ 

And that is all the respite you have, for, at that 
moment, another raft bumps in behind you, manned by 

a Darvallian officer who sees the Doctor, becomes 
: suspicious, stands up and uses a whistle with a 
high-pitched whine that alerts emergency alarm 
systems and containing-grilles that start to close across 
the exit of the passageway. 

‘Go!’ the Doctor urges. Reacting promptly you just 
slip through the closing grille with nothing to spare. 
Ahead there is the space ramp and the TARDIS with its 
replica still alongside. Between the TARDIS and you 
lies a mass of Ormazoids, all making for the source of 
the still-sounding emergency alarm that is clanging 
away all around you. You see an empty swooper-car 
parked nearby, and instinctively veer towards it. 

‘That’s it, Ixio, you're learning fast,’ says the Doctor 
approvingly. 

Abandoning the raft, you scramble into the 
swooper-car and look askance at the Doctor, who 
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points up ahead, his arm at an angle of forty-five 
degrees. 

‘Straight up and out!’ 

Following the direction indicated, you guide the 
swooper-car out through a gaping hole in the control 
tower structure, obviously a legacy of the Doctor’s 
successful hyper-time power-reversal ploy. 

The swooper-car emerges into the red-tinged murky 
atmosphere of Orm, through which you can see a series 
of domed shapes of a major city. 

‘Where to?’ you ask the Doctor, expecting him to say 
the TARDIS but, surprisingly, he guides you in 
another direction entirely, one that lies across the city of 
Orm in a direction that will take you to a brooding 
citadel overlooking the sprawling domed city. 

‘Where are we going?’ 

‘The castle of Darval. While I was reconstituting the 
force shield with the TARDIS as a focal point I scanned 
the landscape and analysed as much as I could about the 
comings and goings of the air traffic over Orm. By far 
the swiftest and grandest craft enter the citadel. My 
guess is, that’s where our friend Darval has his lair.’ 

Dipping and diving over Orm, you tell the Doctor a 
little of your adventures, culminating in your 
confrontation with Darval and his codifier. At this last 
item the Doctor becomes agitated, and decisively bangs 
the instrument panel of the swooper-car with his hand. 

“That's it! Pve puzzled and puzzled about how he 
could control the loyalty of the Ormazoids, and the 
codifier is the answer. The colonizing-ship that Darval 
later captured had the Ormazoids aboard as an 
experiment in genetic engineering but, in order to 
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control them, a master-codifier was supposed to exist, 
and it does. Darval has it! That’s why the Ormazoids 
are his creatures!’ 

‘Yes. But why get so excited?’ 

‘Because, Ixio, anyone who possesses that codifier 
can rule the Ormazoids. Darval ordered the Ormazoids 
to make war on Earth and that’s what they do 
unthinkingly. Now, if we had possession we could 
guide them into peaceful, more productive ways, and 
they would obey instructions for good rather than evil.’ 

You hate to interrupt the Doctor’s flow but, all of a 
sudden you feel boringly practical. 

“We don’t have this codifier-crown thing.’ 

‘No, not yet,’ the Doctor, says cheerfully. 

“What does that mean, “not yet”? 

The Doctor looks at you with some surprise. ‘Ixio,’ 
he asks gently, ‘why do you think we are heading for the 
citadel if not to snaffle the codifier for ourselves?’ 

‘I . . . you start to say, then break off, for, speeding 
towards you against the large red sunset, comes a pair of 
fighter-craft which are heading ominously for you. A 
flare of fire is seen bursting from their wing-tips. A 
rocket blast sheers past your swooper-car, causing it to 
rock violently in the wake of the missiles’ angry trails. 


You are in charge of the swooper-car. You can either 
A Try to take evading action. Or 

B Fight back with the single armament that is available 
to you. 

If A, turn to 54. 

If B, turn to 37.. 


48 
You watch the guards arrive and point their lances at 
the TARDIS. Darval stares at the door of the police 
box, the codifier held loosely in his left hand, waiting to 
translate his every thought into action by transmitting 
orders to the Ormazoids. Then you notice a movement 
in a far corner and see the Doctor. Instantly, you realize 
that not only has the Doctor sent half the Ormazoids off 
a million years into the future but he has somehow set 
the TARDIS to materialize as a decoy to allow him to 


do... what? The Doctor is pointing frantically to 
Darval . . . down . . . to something he is holding . . . 
the codifier! 


The Doctor wants you to grab it. Without hesitation, 
you dive and grab the codifier! Darval’s grip tightens as 
he realizes your intent, but just too late. The golden 
ring is forced free from his grasp and spins towards the 
Doctor, who is running madly forward to catch it; with 
an exultant cry of, “Yes! Well done, Ixio!’ The Doctor 
catches the codifier then instantly disappears. You 
can’t believe it. Darval is crawling angrily towards you. 
The guards seem frozen. 


You have a choice. 

A Either- stay and do battle. Or 
B Run! 

If A, go to 66. 

IfB, go to 60. 


49-51 


49 

‘Now!’ the Zorian says, throwing a switch, and you 
stare fascinated at the ticking, clicking device. The dish 
glows, then there is a blinding flash that sears across 
your eyeballs. You choke and cough with the fumes 
that fill the workshop. Blindly you grope around in the 
gloom and touch someone. ‘Doctor?’ you say before 
you realize that you are clutching a damp, suckered 
arm. 


A very angry Zorian then hands you over to the equally 
trate Ormazoid soldier, who promptly marches you away 
to captivity on 27. 


50 
Nothing much happens as you press various switches 
and levers, but the warning systems continue to flash 
and tangle until, inadvertently, you link the deadly 
sequence of self-destruct buttons. There is then no time 
to say ‘Goodbye’. Before you are aware of what you 
have done, the starship Vorgen and you are no more. 


Go back to 16. 


51 
The Doctor staggers away, and you crouch behind the 
battered swooper-car. Pointing the phaser at the 
Ormazoid patrol, you fire as carefully as you can with 
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the surprisingly light though awkwardly shaped phaser 
weapon. The bolts fly and keep the Ormazoid troops at 
bay long enough to allow the Doctor to reach the safety 
of his TARDIS. > 

With a sad, lost feeling you realize that you are alone. 
You fire the phaser once more, but its power to propel 
the force bolts is now exhausted. You lower the weapon 
and surrender abjectly to the leader of the Ormazoid 
patrol. 

You might well have saved the population of Earth 
from slavery, but nobody will ever know what you did 
and now you will probably have to pay for your 
gallantry by giving up your life. 


THE END 


52-53 


52 
‘Hurry!’ The Doctor urges you along the narrow 
stone passageway. The stones, you notice, are 
rough-hewn, pitted as if with the scars of many 
previous skirmishes. 

“Look, Doctor.’ You point at a strange emblem, a 
twisted knot of tangled roots, a mockery of a coat of 
arms with a sword poised above the knot and, a 
Latin inscription reading A sinistra tena. Beneath, 
embossed in ornate gold, you read ‘Lord Darval’. 

‘Calling himself a lord now, is he?’ the Doctor 
sniffs, unimpressed. 

“Let's get on. Those fighters will probably have 
radioed our position to the defenders of this place.’ 

This increases your stride, and you hurry along 
the stone-flagged corridor, trying to keep pace with 
the Doctor. You come to a fork in the corridors. 
‘Choose,’ says the Doctor. 


If you choose to go right, go to 65. 
If you go left, go to 59. 


53 
You are in on the attack on Fort Knox and ordered 
to arm yourself as an ‘N’ bomb and trot towards the 
last line of defence mounted by the US Army. You 
dutifully advance, ignite your fuse and blow the 
place open, destroying the defenders and yourself at 
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one and the same time. Still, at least you could say that 
you died surrounded by riches. 


THE END — 


54 
You swerve and weave, losing height all the time as the 
air-fighters buzz after you like a pair of killer-bees. A 
rocket shell shears off part of a tail-fin, causing the 
swooper-car to plummet down towards the hillside that 
slopes away from the walls of the citadel. 

“Hold on, Ixio!’ the Doctor yells, and adds his 
strength to yours as you both haul on the flight-column, 
trying to force an alteration to the wing-angle that will 
slow your rapid dive to destruction. At last you succeed 
and manage to skim the crenellated battlements of 
Darval’s castle. 

You see a black-helmeted guard staring up as you 
pass over them and crash-land inside the grounds of the 
fortress. 

The impact is shattering. You feel as if your 
backbone has been compressed to half its length. The 
Doctor, too, is shaken but is aware of the danger of the 
swooper-car exploding as well as the need to evade the 
attentions of the fighters that are diving from the sky, 
their rockets sighting on your crashed vehicle. 

‘Come on!’ The Doctor urges, pulling and pushing as 
flames dart towards the swooper-car’s fuel barrel. You 
finally free yourself then stagger and stumble away, 
helped by the Doctor. The fighters strafe the 
swooper-car with raking tracer fire, causing it to 
explode. 

Gasping with the effort, you reach a wooden doorway 
in the castle keep and fall against its rough surface. You 
reach up and tug at an iron ring, turn and push. The 
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door opens! You both fall inside as rocket shells splat and 
explode against the stone walls of the castle. 

You drag yourselves along the stone floor of the gloomy 
passage and pause to look at each other. 

‘Here we are,’ the Doctor says. 

‘Yes,’ is all you reply, each of you realizing, with a sense 
of trepidation, that you are now inside the lair of the most 
deadly adversary Earth has ever known-— Lord Darval. 


Goto 52. 


55 
‘Doctor. Please, I can’t... can’t stand this. Tell 
them . . . please tell them!’ You hate the tell-tale sob in 
your voice but it only signifies your fear of the 
brain-transformer that now surrounds your skull. 

“You must, Ixio . . > 

‘No... Doctor . . . Doctor . . . please!” 

The Doctor turns away as if unable to witness your 
ordeal. The Commander makes a sign to his troopers, 
who roughly turn the Doctor so that he must see your 
suffering. 

‘A little more stimulation, yes, Doctor?” 

The Commander holds up the ball-switch and starts to 
squeeze. 

“All right!’ The Doctor slumps in defeat. ‘PI give you 
the details of the hypertime reversal linkage, but let Ixio 
free of that transformer first.” 

You are released and, apart from a slight headache, 
seem no worse for having had the brain-transformer 
clamped to your head. 
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Swinging your legs down from the table you try to 
stand, but sway alarmingly and almost fall. 

The Doctor hurries to support you. “What is it?” 

‘Hungry . . . thirsty...So...’ 

‘Yes. A meal for Ixio, then we will discuss whatever 
you require,’ the Doctor says haughtily. To your surprise, 
the Commander shrugs and orders that something called 
‘fodder-fuel’ be made available to you. 

You and the Doctor are seated at a table, trying to chew 
pellets of a substance that seems like a mixture of mouldy 
old hay bound together with fish glue. But, once the stuff 
is swallowed, it acts like food and fills the aching void of 
your complaining stomach. 

‘Sorry I had to put you through all that in the laboratory, 
but if Pd agreed to their demands too quickly they’d never 
accept what I’m going to try to do as being genuine.’ 

With food of a kind inside you and something akin to 
water to drink you feel a little more generous and 
understanding. 

‘OK, Doctor. I think I understand but what . . .?’ 

The Doctor glances warningly beyond your shoulder to 
signal that an Ormazoid is approaching. 

‘That is enough. You must come now to meet with the 
war scientists of Zor,’ snaps the Ormazoid. 

‘Delighted’ says the Doctor, and you, after prudently 
pocketing a few fodder-fuel pellets, join him and are taken 
through a series of labyrinthine tunnels towards the heart 
of the weapons research complex, where await the 
scientists who are anxious to gain the knowledge that will 
ensure Darval’s invasion of Earth. 


Go to 30. 


56-57 


56 
You are back in a corridor that somehow looks familiar 
with its pitted walls. Realization dawns. You point at the 
stone coat of arms of Lord Darval. 

“We've been in a maze, Doctor.’ 

“Yes, because we failed to use our eyes and brains. 
Look, Ixio.’ 

You follow the Doctor’s pointing finger and scan the 
Latin inscription above the twisted heraldic emblem: A 
sinistra tena. “Keep left,’ says the Doctor. ‘And that’s 
exactly what we will do.’ 


Taking the tip, you always take the left-hand corridor and 
eventually turn up on 59. 


57 
The hypertime channel needs a vast area of support 
technology and military organization for the transport of 
two million Ormazoids to Earth. 

At the heart of the complex the Doctor confers with a 
group of Zorian scientists who, though at first suspicious 
of the Doctor’s suggestions, have tested his theories of 
atmospheric laser refraction minimization, and have even 
landed an Ormazoid trooper on Earth at the South Pole, 
where he immediately became a block of solid ice and 
disappeared under the snows of the next blizzard. 

You are with Darval in his throne room, for it amuses 
the ruler of Orm to witness your apprehension as the 
conquest of Earth draws nearer. 


| 
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Together you watch the video-screen that was hidden 
behind a tapestry on the opposite wall to the throne. 
Silently you watch the Doctor on-screen, making final 
adjustments to the OITV net that will be the temporal 
point of transit for the Ormazoids to Earth. Obviously 
satisfied, the Doctor makes a final adjustment to the 
time co-ordinates and returns to transit control, whose 
power is linked to the transitional elements of the 
TARDIS. 

The final countdown begins. The line of Ormazoids 
and their military equipment stretches from the 
entrance to the transit net to far beyond where the eye of 
the video camera can see. 

A sickening feeling of having betrayed all your 
people sweeps through you. Your ploy has failed 
obviously, the Doctor is really helping the creatures to 
be transported from Orm through Space and Time to 
appear on Earth where, with their superior weaponry, 
they must sweep aside its nations. 

Darval, poring over maps and planning systematic 
conquest of the cities of Earth, glances up at the screen 
as the invasion countdown hits five-four-three- 
two-one. The miracle you had hoped for does not 
happen, for the Ormazoid army starts to march 
four-abreast through the time transit net, where they 
immediately dematerialize towards Earth. 

After watching the seemingly endless procession of 
Darval’s forces you slump down dejectedly and then 
become almost suicidal in your despair, for news is 
relayed back to Darval that the first of his forces have 
begun to materialize on your home planet. 

Darval waits impatiently for the first pictures to be 


57 


relayed back to him of his troops’ bridgehead on the 
world he hates and fears more than any other. 

There is a picture break-up on-screen and the 
chamberlain hurries in from transit control to report 
that at least half of Darval’s army have now 
dematerialized towards Earth, but a fault has developed 
in the refraction minimizer and the Doctor is trying to 
repair the circuit. 

‘What?’ Darval stirs suspiciously. On the screen the 
TARDIS suddenly comes into close-up. As far as you 
can see, it is as it has always been. Darval seems 
satisfied, and asks again for pictures from Earth. 

‘I will try again.’ As the chamberlain starts towards a 
communications unit by the screen, the picture 
suddenly blurs, then streaks with multicoloured bars 
before you see an army of Ormazoids, lined up in rows, 
waiting for the signal from Darval to unleash 
destruction against your world. 

The chamberlain is overjoyed. ‘My Lord, success is 
yours, your armies have materialized on Earth. Look! 
They are ready to march!’ 

“The landscape?’ Darval points at the background. 

‘My lord?’ 

‘It’s desert... They’ve landed in the Sahara 
Desert.’ 

‘Oh, no...’ The chamberlain frowned. ‘That is 
London, England. Not that it matters, surely?’ 

‘What!’ Darval choked. 

“Isn't all Earth desert?” 

‘No.’ 

‘But we’ve checked the location focals; everywhere 
on Earth it’s simply red dust; everywhere.’ 
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‘The time . . . the time setting . . .> Darval croaks 
out. 

“Why, now . . . The present, I think.’ 

“Check it and find that Doctor!” 

“Yes, my lord.” 

With the chamberlain scurrying away and with little 
attention being paid to your good self you think that 
you might as well try to back out unnoticed. But as you 
move Darval lifts his codifier and an Ormazoid turns 
his laser lance to cover you. 

Darval’s eyes, glittering like black diamonds in the 
twisted face, rest on you. 

‘If your friend the Doctor has tricked me, both your 
lives will be forfeit!’ 

You expected nothing else but the joy of perhaps 
having foiled Darval balances the natural fear that 
follows the grim death threat. 

“My lord . . > 

The miserable face of the chamberlain appears on the 
screen. 

“The Ormazoids are on Earth. The transfer was 
Buecessful.. ....büt. ....ef.%.. 

What?” 

‘The time is a little out from our final 
calculations . . .’ 

“By how much?” 

The chamberlain’s woebegone expression visibly 
lengthens. 

‘About a million years.’ 

What” 

“A mill... 

You can’t help it — you begin to laugh. 
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Darval turns and swipes at you with his codifier, 
narrowly missing denting your skull. Such is the 
strength of his anger that the swing takes him off the 
balance of his spindly legs and he falls to the floor. 

Like a goaded animal, he spits and snarls at the 
screen image that still shows his armies patiently 
waiting, a million years in the future. 

‘The Doctor has done this. Find him! Make him 
return my army!’ 

‘Sorry, my lord, but he’s left us.’ 

‘Gone?’ 

“Dematerialized.” 

Where to?” 

The chamberlain's reply is drowned by a bellowing 
strident sound next to the throne. Unnerved, Darval 
backs away from the shimmer of blue that starts to 
appear before him 

Everyone — the guards, Darval — is mesmerized 
before the apparition. 

You know what it is — the TARDIS is about to 
appear. 


You have a momentary advantage. How do you use it? 
A To escape. There is a chance you can make the door 
safely, as the guards have left their posts and are hurrying _ 
to protect Darval. Or 

B Stay and help the Doctor in whatever might follow his 
reappearance. 

If A, turn to 39. 

If B, turn to 48. 
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The power input is simply too great for the human body 
to survive. The chair into which you are strapped 
becomes the deadly equivalent of the electric chair. 
Your eyes bulge, and you feel a searing pain and a 
bursting sensation in your chest and heart. You strain 
to break the binding holding you in the chair but it is 
your last paroxysm of life. The officers are quite 
surprised when they discover that you are an imposter, 
and wonder why you didn’t call out to save yourself, 
little knowing that you had taken a calculated gamble 
and lost. 

When they report your fate to their master, Darval, 
he rewards them with wealth and privileges, and gloats 
that there is now one less Earthling alive in the 
Universe. 


THE END 
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59 
You emerge into an exotically curtained wide chamber 
and you are immediately surrounded by Ormazoid 
guards, all armed and under the supervision of a 
Darvallian officer, who salutes you politely. 

‘You have arrived at last. Welcome to the citadel of 
Lord Darval.’ 

The Doctor, apparently completely unmoved by the 
phaser hand-guns that are trained on you, bows in 
reply. ‘At home is he, the madman?’ 

A pained pursing of the Darvallian’s thin lips is the 
only reaction to the indiscretion. ‘Please, if you wish to 
die cleanly without too much pain, refrain from such 
crass expressions.’ 

“Where is he?’ the Doctor asks, lifting aside a 
crimson curtain and looking behind. 

‘He is in his throne room. I have orders to take you 
there.’ 

‘Splendid, that’s what we’re here for. Yes, Ixio?’ 

You can only nod dumbly, staring around at the 
trappings of the castle, a flamboyant copy of a medieval 
fortress that obviously conceals much high technology, 
for the Doctor suddenly starts waving upwards, and 
you notice a video-camera scanning the scene below. 

“See you soon, Darval!” the Doctor calls cheerily, and 
strides away in the direction indicated by the Darvallian 
officer who, beneath his smooth exterior, is, you guess, 
as impressed and as puzzled as you are by the Doctor’s 
amazingly confident demeanour. 

The throne room is magnificent. Ornate tapestries, 
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drapes of silk, jewelled fabrics from the farthest rim 

-worlds hang down, all making a panoply of splendour 
as a backdrop for the ornate golden throne that is placed 
on a dais raised three steps above the heavily carpeted 
floor. 

At each corner of the throne room an Ormazoid 
guard stands with a laser lance trained on the empty 
chair, intent on their orders to protect their master, 
even when he is obviously absent. 

You stand in the doorway with the Doctor and the 
Darvallian officer who, you guess, is something like a 
chamberlain to Darval. 

‘When Lord Darval enters it is required that you fall 
to your knees until permission is given to rise.’ 

‘Ridiculous!’ the Doctor snorts derisively. 

You notice movement at each corner of the room. It 
is from the raising of the laser lances of the Ormazoid 
palace guards. 

You and the Doctor are forced to your knees by the 
guards at the door and, when you look up, Lord Darval 
has occupied his throne and is sitting hunched, his 
twisted body hidden by a robe of spun gold thread. 
Crouched above you, he looks like a malevolent brazen 
spider. 

‘Bring!’ A crooked, mis-shapen arm emerges from 
the wide sleeve and a hand with curving talon-like 
finger nails jerks impatiently ordering you both to 
approach the throne. 

Refusing to be intimidated by the situation, the 
Doctor begins to wobble comically forwards on his 
knees. 

‘No...no.. .! The chamberlain raises the Doctor 


59 


forcibly, shocked at such an undignified approach to 
his lord and master. 

‘Oh, are you sure? Come on, Ixio, let’s see what old 
bitter and twisted wants to say to us.” 

You join the Doctor and walk towards the throne on 
which is crouched the crazy, malformed being whose 
one reason for existence is to humble Earth completely. 

‘Enough. Close enough! The Earth-thing must 
approach no nearer to my presence!’ The taloned claw 
stabs out at you, and you see his scarred face contort 
with a loathing and hatred that is fearful in its intensity. 

‘Ixio will not harm you,’ the Doctor says mildly. 
‘Neither will I if you will only stop this nonsense of 
trying to invade Earth!’ 

You believe that the problem of Earth’s survival is 
about to be solved, for Darval seems to be undergoing a 
choking fit. Then you realize that it is only his way of 
expressing derisive laughter. 

‘Enough!’ Darval coughs and splutters, then returns 
suddenly to his normal state of contained malevolence. 

‘I brought you here to give you a choice, Doctor. 
Your attempt to rig a force field from your TARDIS has 
now been circumvented and my plans proceed apace. 
Soon I will have that loathsome planet in my 
possession.’ 

Again the ravaged face contorts with hatred, and you 
realize that you are witnessing an enormous fear formed 
by the memory of being marooned in space. It was an 
experience so horrendous to Darval that only 
destruction and.domination of your home planet would 
satisfy the mad fear that the trauma might happen to 
him again. 
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‘Choice? What choice?’ the Doctor asks. Darval’s 
dark, glittery eyes rest on you. 

‘Your companion wears the uniform of an Ormazoid. 
My creatures are half-human, half-robot. If your friend 
here wants to be converted, I will arrange it.’ 

Fear washes over you. Without realizing it, you start 
forward, causing Darval to lift a circlet of gold that, 
against the gold of his robe, has been unnoticed by you 
until now. 

At the touch of the codifier the guards’ lances click 
into readiness at every corner of the room. You wait to 
be seared into oblivion by their cross-fire, but Darval, 
seeing you halt, releases the codifier and the deadly 
force bolts do not fire. A 

‘Stay there.’ Darval notices your fear with pleasure 
and almost cheerfully, for him, he turns to the Doctor. 

“What is it be, Doctor? Your creature turned into my 
creature?” 

‘In return for what?’ 

‘A little assistance with problems of hypertime 
stability, that is all.’ 

‘A corridor of time that will transport your hordes to 
Earth?’ 

‘It will happen before long anyway, but I am tired of 
waiting.’ 

‘No’ said the Doctor flatly. ‘Ixio and I have been 
through a similar situation before and there is nothing 
to be gained by experiencing it again. Right, Ixio?’ 

What does the Doctor intend? If he really means ‘no’ 
you are likely to be converted into a real dumb 
Ormazoid, but what’s the alternative? Then you get an 
idea. You can beg for mercy, convince Darval you’re 
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scared and give the Doctor a respectable reason for 
giving in and helping the tyrant. Always of course, 
hoping that the Doctor will have something up his 
sleeve. If he doesn’t, that’s the end, for you as well as for 
Earth. 


So you must decide whether to 

A Say nothing and see what happens next. Or 

B Get ready to play the part of a terrified cowardy 
custard. 

If A, go to 64. 

If B, go to 38. 
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You run into the chamberlain who is returning in the 
hope of helping his master. He has four Ormazoid 
marksmen with him but, for some reason you can’t 
figure out, they don’t seem to be functioning too well. 
You decide to turn tail and run back the way you came, 
but the chamberlain, anxious to redeem himself, 
snatches a lance and shoots a badly aimed bolt after you 
that ricochets from one wall to the other. You don’t 
know which way to hurl yourself from the crazily 
veering bolt. You decide to take a chance. 


Roll the dice. If more than 6, go to 41. 
If less, go to 20. 
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You walk down yet another passageway much the same 
as those you have just left. Before too long you come to 
another parting of the passageways. 


If you go right, go to 56. 
If you go left, turn to 59. 
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“All right,” you say weakly, and watch as, on the screen, 
the weapon is lowered from the Doctor’s temple. 

“Ixio, three switches down the main column there is a 
seal-release button. Press it.’ 

You press this and the panel behind you opens. You 
turn as two armed troopers speed in. You then see the 
phasers glow as they fire towards you. You realize that 
you have been hit. You wait for the pain and shock, but 
there is only a numbness that penetrates rapidly 
throughout your body and brain. Everything swims 
away with a peaceful finality. 


Go back to 19. 
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Your luck is elsewhere. The ship has already entered a 
warp-fold manifest and to force it back into ordinary 
light-speed velocity mode is fatal. The Vorgen, the 
Ormazoids, the Doctor and, sad to say, you, are a blip 
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of light that glows for an instant in space, then is seen no 
more. 


Go back to 46. 


64 
Darval is not bluffing and, although the Doctor tries to 
intervene to save you, the dictator enjoys the prospect - 
of your conversion so much that he prefers to wait a 
little longer to perfect the hypertime tunnel, just for the 
pleasure of seeing you as an Ormazoid. 

The operation is completely successful, and you 
become a mindless obedient servant of Lord Darval. At 
first, it amuses him to have you obey his every whim 
but, as the occupation of Earth takes place, he forgets 
you and the imprisoned Doctor, and concentrates on a 
much bigger game, such as whether to melt the North 
Pole and drown Earth. 


To discover what happens to you as an Ormazoid, turn to 
53; 
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You travel down a passage similar to that you have just 
left. Again you come to another choice of two identical 
corridors. Which should you take? - 


If the right, go to 61. 
If the left, go to 59. 
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Without the codifier Darval has no power to direct 
his guards. You watch as they twitch and stumble 
around without guiding orders. Only one person 
seems to understand what has happened and why the 
Doctor has disappeared — Darval! 

You see him tug a laser lance from a palace guard 
and aim it at... nothing! 

Then you realize that the space aimed at is about 
where the Doctor vanished and perhaps is about to 
re-emerge! The question is, if the Doctor does 
reappear, Darval will blast him instantly and regain 
the codifier and his power over the Ormazoids. 

The distance between you and Darval is about ten 
paces. You hurl yourself forward as a hazy red-coated 
figure starts to return from the limbo that the codifier 
safety device has sent him. You dive at Darval’s legs 
and hit just as you hear the ‘Phud!’ of the force bolt 
release. You and Darval land in a tangled, struggling 
heap on the carpet. 

Scrambling clear of the fallen tryant, you see the 
Doctor, now fully materialized, frozen in suspended 
animation but unhurt. You rush anxiously to him, 
and see that he is clutching the codifier. You notice a 
tremor of movement and the Doctor starts to return 
fully to life. You are joyfully reunited, and pound 
each others’ backs warmly before the delighted 
Doctor begins to test the power of the codifier. 

He orders the Ormazoids to walk up and down, 
turn cartwheels, try a clumsy tap-dance — all in 
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celebration of your triumph over the evil designs of 
Darval. Then you and the Doctor look at each other. 
Where is the despot? 

Knowing that, for the present, his power is gone, 
Darval has limped away, taken a military swooper-car 
and is piloting the vehicle away from the city of Orm, 
heading for a mountainous retreat. There he will 
gather other forces and begin to plot the revenge 
against Earth that his obsession demands. 

The Doctor orders the Ormazoids never to take 
military orders from anyone but instead to assist the 
long-oppressed natives of Orm to rebuild their society 
for the general good of all. 


The days of work in Orm are over. The Doctor 
prepares to move on and gently informs you that it is 
time to return to Earth at a time just a little before 
the telephone began to ring out so fatefully for you. 

You protest, but the Doctor is firm. ‘Perhaps in 
the future, if I need you, Ixio, we'll see, but for now 
— into the TARDIS!” 

The journey through Time and Space is uneventful 
and, in hardly any time at all, you are back alone on 
your street corner, wondering what you should do 
next. 

You stare at the telephone kiosk, willing it to ring, 
but the bell remains absolutely silent. 

Feeling deflated, you moodily shove your hands 
‘into your pockets. A hard, round metal object 
touches your fingers. You take out a golden crown. 
The codifier of Darval! A souvenir or a reason for 
the Doctor to call on you again one day? 


66 
The possibility is enough to cheer you and, after 
- carefully pocketing the codifier-crown you proceed 


jauntily on your way home. 


THE END 


ANSWER 
Section 18 


The riddle of Moa is: ‘What is the strongest of all 
things?’ 


ERA 
a 
Ed 


YOU are the Doctor’s only assistant as 
you face an entire race of mutant warlike 
beings in 


INVASION OF THE ORMAZOIDS 


It is the twenty-fifth century. The Doctor has set 
your coordinates for the rim worlds—a turbulent, 
primitive, and strange region. There, at the edge of 
the universe, you are fated to meet Darval, an evil 
ruler with a fascinating history and bizarre energy. 


But of more immediate danger: Darval’s Ormazoids, 
a race of beings originally created to assist him in 
space exploration but now bred by Darval to be 
fearless and unstoppable—and to carry out his 
commands for domination of the universe. 


YOU and the Doctor must seize control of Darval’s 
_ Master Genetic Code Signifier—the device that 
controls the Ormazoids. Otherwise, Earth and her 
empire will fall prey to his ruthless plans. 
Outnumbered and outmuscled, YOU must rely on 
your intellect as you 
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